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KING RICHARD 

THE THIXV- 

Contayning his treacherous Plots againft 

biibrotbsrGmncf. TbepiteijM murder of bis mmcevt 
Nephewes : his tyrannical! VTurpation : with the whole 
courfeofhis detefted life, and moft 

deferued death. 










Enter %ichar& Duke ofGloucetter, (olus. 

OW is the winter ofdifcontenr, 

Made glorious fommer by this Sonne of Torke: 
And all the cloudcs that lowr’d vpon our houfe. 
In the dcepe bofomeof the Ocean buried, 

Now are ourbrowes bound with vi&orious wreathes, 

Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our ft erne alarums chang’d to mcrric meetings, 
Ourdre'adfull marches to delight full pleafures. 
Grim-vifagde war, hath fmoothd his wrinckled front, 

And now inftead of mounting barbed ftecdcs, 

T o fright thefoules of fearefull aduerfaries, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

T o the lafeiuious pleating of a loue. 

But I that am notfliarpeoffportiuetrickes. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking Glalle; 

I that am rudely ftampt, and want loue-s Maieftic, 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated offeature by dilTembling Nature, 

Deform’d, vnfiniflit,fcnt before my time 
Into this breathingworld halfe made vp, 

And that fo lamely and vnfafhionable. 

That dogs barkeat me as Ihalt by them; 

Why I in this weake piping time of peace 
Hauc no delight to pafle away the time, 

Vnlerte tofpie my fhadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mineowne deformitie; 

And therefore fince 1 cannot proue a louer, 

T o entertaine thefe faire well fpoken daies, 

I am determined to proue a villaine. 

And hate the idle pleafiiresof thefe daies; 

Plots haue I laid, inductions dangerous, 
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TheTragedie 

By drunken prophefics,libels and drcamcs, 

To fet my brother Clarence and the King, 

Jn deadly hate the one againft the other,- 
And if King Edwardbt&s true and iud 
As I am fubtile, falfe and trecherous : 

This day lliould Clarence clofely be mew'd vp> 

About a Prophelie which (ayes that G. 

Of Edwards heires the murthercr (hall be. 

Diue thoughts dovvne to my (oule, Enter Clarence with 

Hcci e Clarence comes, a Guard efmen , 

Brotherhood dares, what meanes this armed guard 
That waits vpon your gracc. ? 

Cla. His Maieftie tendering my perfons fafetie hath ap- 
•This conduft to conuey me to the Tower. (pointed 

Glo. Vpon what caufe? 

Cla, Becaufe my name is Cjeorge, 

Glo. Alacke my Lord,that fault is noneofyours. 

He (hould for thatcomroityour good fathers: 

O belike his maieftie hath (ome intent 
T hat you (hall be new chriftened intheTower,. 

But what is the matter Clarence ,may I know? 

Qa. Yea Richard when I doe know, for 1 protett 
As yet I doe not, but as I can learne. 

He hearkens after prophefies and dreames, 

And from the crolte-row pluckes the letter G.* 

An6 fayes a wizard told him that by G, 

His itfuedifinherited (hould be, 

And for my name of Cjeorge begins with G, 

Itfollowes in his thought that I am he; 

Thcfe as Ilearne.and fuchdike toyes as thefe, 

Haue moued his Higbriette to commit me now, 

Glo . Why this it is when mcnareruldeby women, 

Tis not the King that fendsyou tothe Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis (he 
That tempts him to this extrcamitier 
Was it not (he and that good man of worfhip 
tsinthony Woodmle h er broth er th ere. 

That made him fend Lord H afiings to the Tower, 

From whence this prefent day he is deliuered i 
not fafe/jarme?wc are not fafe. 



Clsu 



ofRichardthe Third. 

Cla By heauen I thinke there is no man fecur d 
But the Queenes kindred, andnight-walking Heralds, 

That trudge betwixt the King and MiftrefieiS^re. - 
Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Hafiings was to her for his deliuerie? 

Glo, Humble complayning to her Deitie, 

Got my Lord Chamberlainc nislibertio, 
llctellyou what, I thinke it is our way, 

If we will keepein fauour with the King, 

To be her men, and wcare her liuerie. 

The iealous ore-worne widdow and her felfe, 

Since that our brother dubd them Gentlewomen, 

Are mightie goflips in this Monarchy. 

Bro, I befeech your graces both to pardon me ? 

His maieftiehath ttraightlygiuen in charge. 

That no man (ball haue priuate conference, 

Of what degree foeuer with his brother. 

Glo, Euen fo & plcafeyour worlhip Brekenbttry, 

You may partake of any thing we fay: 

Wefpeakeno treafon man.welaytheKing 
Is wife and vertuous,and his noble Qyeene 
Well ftrooke in yeares, faire and not iealous, 

Wefay that Shores wife hath a prettie foote, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye,a patting pleafing tongue: 

And that the Queenes kindred are made gentle folkes.* 

How fay you (ir,can you deny all this ? 

Bro, With this (my Lord) my felfe haue nought to do. 

Cjlo, Naught to do with Miftretfe Shore , I tell thee fellow. 
He that doth naughtwith her, excepting one, 

Were bed he do it fecretly alone. 

Bro, What one my Lord? 

Glo, Her husband knaue,wouldd thou betray me? 

Bro. I befeech your Graceto pardon me, and withallfor- 
Your conference with the noble Duke. (beare 

Cla, We know thy charge B roher.b u ry , a n d v/iil obey. 

Gh i* We are the Queenes ^bieds and mud obey. 
Brother farewell, I will vnto the King, 

And whatfoeueryou willimploy me in, 

Were it to call KmgEdwardsyiddow fitter, 
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TheTragedie 

I will performed to infranchife you, 

Mcanetime this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 

T ouchesme deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla. 1 know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

Cjlo. W ell, your imprisonment fliall not be long. 

I will deliueryoujorlieforyou, 

Meane time haue patience. 

Cla. I muft perforce,farewell. Exit pa. 

Gio. Go tread the path, that thou (halt nere returne, 
Simple pla'ne Clarence, 1 do loue thee fo. 

That Iwilllhortly fend thyfouleto heauen, 
if heauen w'ill take the prefent at our hands.* 

But w ho comes heere,the new deliuered Haftingsl 
Enter Lord HaJHngs. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine : 
Well are you welcome to this open aire, 

How hath your Lordfhip brooktimpi ifonmentj 

Haft. With patience(noble Lord)asprifoners muft: 

But I fhallliuemyLord to giue them thanks, 

T hat were the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Glo . N o doubt, no doubt, and fo (hall Clarence too, 

For they that were your enemies, are his, 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittiethat the Eagle lhould be mewed, 
While Kites and Buzzards prey at libertie. 

Glo. What newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as thisathome: 

The King is (iekly,weake and melancholy, 

And hisPhifitions fearchim mightily. 

Glo. No w by St. Paul this neewes is bad indeed, 

Oh he hath kept an euill dictlong. 

And ouermuchconfumed his Royall perfon, 

Tis very grieuous to be thought vpon, 

W.hat,is he in his bed? 

Haft. He is. , 

.Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you, Exit Hft>‘ 

He cannot liue 1 hope, and muft not die 
Till George be packt with poft horfe vp to heauen 
lie in to vrge his hatred more to Qarence > 



With 



i mercy, 



of Richard the Third. 

With lyes well fteeld with weightie arguments, 

And if 1 fade not in my deepe intent, 

CUrence hath not another day to hue : 

Which done, God take King Ethm-dt o his 
And leaue the world for me to builcll in: 

For then lie marry Warwicksy ongeft daughter. 

What though 1 kild her husband and her father, 

The readied way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and her father: 

The which will I,not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecret clofe intent. 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to Market: 

; Clarence ftill breathes, Sdmrd ftillliues and raignes, 

When they are gone, then muft I count my gaines. 

Enter Lady Arne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady Anne. Set downe,fet downe your honorable Lord; 
If honor may be (hrowded in a hearfe, 

Whileft la while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancafter. 

Poore key-cold figure of a holy King, 

Pale afhes of the houfe of Lancafter , 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 

Be it lawfull that I inuocate thy G hoft, 

Toheare the lamentations ofpoorec Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward,tothy flaughtered fonne, 

Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefe holes i 
Loe,in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I poure the helpelelfe blame of my poore eyes. 

Curft be the hand that made the fatall holes, 

Curft be the heart, that had the heart to do it. 

More direfull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched, by the death ofthee : 
Thenlcanwifh to Adders, Spiders, Toads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that Hues.* 

If euer he haucchild, abortiue be if, 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light: 

Whole vglyand vnnaturall afpeft 
May fright the hopefull mother at the view. 

If 
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TheTi-agedie 

I f euftrhe haue wifc,let her be mad.- 
As miferable by the death of him. 

As 1 am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chmleymih your holy load 
T ak'en from Tattles to be interred there.- 
And ftillasyouare a wearie of the.waight, 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries coaxfe. 

Enter Glojler . 

gio.St&y you that beare thecoarfe,andfet it downe, 

La. What blacke Magitian coniures vp this fiend 
To ftopdeuoted charitable deeds? 

Glo, ViUaincjfct downe the coarfe,or by St.Pattl, 

11c make a coarfe of him that difobey es. 

Gen , Stand backe and let the Coffin patfe. 

Glo. Vnmanner’ddogjftand thou when 1 command, 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

Or by Saint Taul\\z ftrike fhee to my foote, 

And fpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all afraid? 

Alas, 1 blame you not for you arc mortal!. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the diuelL 
Auant thou fearefull mimfter of hell. 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortall bodie. 

His foule thou can/1 not haue,therefore be gone. 

Glo . Sweet Saint for charitie,be notlocurfl. 

La. Foule diuclffor Gods fake hence & trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the happie earth thy hell: 

Fil’d it ‘with curling, cries and deepe exdaimes. 

If thou delightto view thy hainous deeds. 

Behold this patterneofthy butcheries, 

Gh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds, 

Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afreflh* 
Blufli,bulfh, thoulumpe offouledeformitie. 

For tis thy prefence that exhales this blood, 

From cold and emptie veynes where no blouddwels. 

Thy deed inhumaine and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall . 

Oh God, which this blood mad’ft,reuenge his death: 

Oh earth, which this bloud drink’ft.reucnge his death: 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the murthcrer dead, 



of Richard the Third, 

Or earth gape open wide, and cate him quicke. 

As thou did ft fwallowvp this good Kings blood. 

Which his Hel-goucrnd arme hath butchered, 
glo. Lady, you know no rules ofeharitie, 

Which renders good fo? bad,bldTingsforcurfcs, 

La. Villanne, thou knowft no law of God, nor man : 

No beaft fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittte, 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft* 

La. Oh wonderfull when deuils tell the truth. 

Glo. More wonderfuil when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafc deuine perfection of a woman, 

Ofthefefuppofed euils to giue mcleaue, 

By circumftance but toacquite myfelfe. 

La. vouchfaf e defufed infe&ion ofaman. 

For thefc knowne euils, but to giue me leaue, 

By circumftance to curfe thy cuifcd felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient leifure to excufe my felfe. < 

La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou catift make 
No exCufe currant, but to hang thy felfe, 
glo. By fuch difpairc I fliould accufe myfelfe. 

La. And by difparing fhouldft thou ftand excufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didft, vnworthy flaughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that 1 flew them not. 

La. Why then they afenot dead: 

But dead they are, and diuelifli flaue by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliuc, 

Glo. Nay, he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

, In tby f 01 ^. thro « thou lyeft. Qucene Margrct faw 
Thy oloodly faulchioii fmoakifig in his blood. 

The which thou once didft bend againft her breft. 

But that thy brother beate afide the poynt, 

..jf'. 1 ,™ prouoked by her llanderous tongue 
Wh.cha.de their guift vpon myguiltleifeflfoulders. 
Wbtf n h ° U W f prouokcdb y thy bloodie minde, 

^ butcherycs. 

Didft ,hou notk.ll « King, f klg„ nty «. 

La. 
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TheTragedie 

Zrf.Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God graunttnetoo 
Thou rnaieft be damned for thar wickeddced. 

Oil he was gentle,mild,and veicuous. 

GVtf.The fitter forthe Kmgof heauen that hath him. 

La. Heis in hcauen, where t hot? (halt neuer come. 

Glo.Le t him thanke me that holpeto fend him thither. 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La . And tbouvnfitforany placebuchcll, 

(jlo. Yes one place elfe,ifyou will heare me name it. 

La.So me Dungeon. Glo. Your bed-chamber. 

La. Ill red betide the chamber where thou lieft. 

Glo. So will it Madame, till 1 lie with you. 

La. Ihopcfo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Ladie Anne, 

Toleaue thiskindincounter of ourwits. 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode ; 

Is not the caufer of the time-lefte deaths. 

Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
y^sblamefulUs the executioner ? 

La. Thcu artthecaufe,and mod accurft effedf. 

Glo. Your beautie was the cauie ofthat effeft. 

Your beauie which did haunt mein my fleepe, 
Tovndertakcthe death of all the world. 

So I might reft thathoure in your fweete bofomc. 

La. If I thought thar, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes Ihould rend that beautie from their chcekes. 

Glo. Thefe eyes could neuer indure fweet beauties wrack, 
You fliould not blemifli them if I ftood by .• 

As all the world is cheared by the Sunne, 

So I by that, it is rey day, nay life* 

Z<*.Blacke night ouerlhad thy day, and death thy life 

G/e.Curfc not thy felfcfaire creaturc,thou art both. 

La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged ori him that loueth you. 

Li. It is a quarrcll iuft and reafonable. 

To be reuenged on him tha flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband 
Did it toil elpc. thee to abetter husband. 



of Richard the! hira* 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

glo Go too.he hues that loucs you better then he could. 

£it.Namehim. Glo. Plantagenct. 

La. Why what was hee ? 

Glo. The felfefamc name, but one of better nature, 

La. Where is hce ? 

Glo. Heere. Sheefyitteth at him . 

Why doeft thou fpit at mce? 

La. Would it w'erc mortallpoyfbn for thy fake. 

Glo. Neuer camepoyfon from fo fweete a place. 

La.N cu er h u ng poy fon on a fowler toadc. 

Out ofrny fight,thou doeft infcifl my eyes. 

GVe.Thinc eyes fweete Lade haue inferted mine. 

Would they were Bafiliskes to ftriketheodead. 

Glo.l would they were, that I mightdie at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death : 

1 hofe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait tcares, 
shamed their afpeft with (lore of childifla drops, 
i neuer fued to friends nor cnenjie. 

My tongue could neuer Icarne fweete foothing words. 

But now thy beautie is propofdc my fee : 

My proud hcartfues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake, 

1 each not thy lips fuch fcome,for they were made 
For killing Lady,not for fuch contempt. 

If thy rcuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 
ff.f , h f I lend thee this fharpe pointed fword, 

\\ hichif thou pleafe to hide in this true bofomc 
And let the foule forth that adoreth thee - 
I laie it naked to thy deadly ftroake .• 

And humbly beg the dead, vpon my knee. 

Nay.doe n ot pawle,twas I that kildyour husband 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me 
Nayno w dilpatch . tw-as I that kild king Henry, 
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The Tragedie 

Glo. Tufti, that was in the rage : 

Speake it againe,and euen with the word, 

That hand which for thy Loue did kill thy Loue, 

Shall for thy loue, kill a farrc truer loue. 

To both their deaths thou (halt by accelfaric. 

La.l would 1 knew thy heart, 

Glo . Tis figured m my tongue. 

La, 1 feareme both are falie. 

Glo , Then heuer man w as true. 

La. Well, well, put vp your fword, 

Glo. Say then my peace isroade. 

La. That lliallyou know hereafter, 
glo. But 1 Hi all liuein hope. 

La. All men I hope liue fo. 

Glo. Vouchsafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take, is not to glue. 

Glo. Looke how this ringincompatleth thy finger, 
Euen fo thy breft inclofeth me poore heart. 

Were both of them, for both of them are thine. 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg on fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeft confirme hishappinelTefor eitef. 

La. Whit is it ? 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee leaue thefe fad defignes 
To him that hath more caufc to be a mourner, 

And prcfently repaire to Crosbie place 1 . 

Where, after I haue folcmnely enterred 
At Chertfie Monalkriethis noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 
l will with al expedient dutie fee you : 

For diuers vuknowne reafbns ,1 befeech you 
Graunt me this boons. 

La. With al my heart, & much it ioyes me too, 

To fee you are become fer penitent : 

Treffill and Bartly,goe along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

La. T is more then you defer ue : 

But fince youteadh me how to flatter you, 

Imagine I haue faid farewell alreadie. 



Extt. 






of Richardthe Third, 

C/?,Sirs,take vp the courfe, 

Str* Towards Chertlie noble Lord. 

Glo No: to white Fryers : there attend my comming* 

Was eucr woman in this humour woed i Exeunt.. Manet Cjlo. 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne ? 
lie haue her,but I will not keepe her long. 

What Ithat kild her husband and her father. 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heate: 

With curfes in her mouth, teares in her eyes. t 
The bleeding witnelfeofher hatred by .• 

Hauing God, her confcience, and thefe barresagainft me j 

And I nothing to backe my fuite withall 

But the plainc Diuell and dilTembling lookes. 

And yett to win her all the world to nothing? Hah ? 

Hath Ihe forgot already that braue Prince 

Edward, her Lord,Whome 1 fome three moncths fince 

Stabd in my angry mood at T ewxbury? 

Afwecter and a iouelier gentleman, 

Framd inthcprodigalitieof nature : 

Yong,valiant,wife,and no doubt rightroyall, 

The Ipacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will (lie yet debafe her eyes on me, 

Thatcropt the golden prime ofthisfweete Prince, 

And made her widdow to a woefull bed ? 

On me, whole al not equals Ed wards moity. 

On me that halt, and am vnfhapen thus ? 

My Dukedomc to be a bcggcrly denier, 
l doe mi (lake my perfon all this while. 

Vponmy life (lie finds, although l cannot 
My felfe, to be a maruadous proper man, 
lie be at charges for a Looking-glalfe, 

And entertaine fome fcore or two of tailors 
To (ludie fafliions to adore my body, 

.Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe, 

1 will maintain* it with a little coft. 

But firQ ile turnc you fellow m his graue. 

And then rcturne lamenting to my loue. 

Shine our fairefunne, till I haue bought a glalfe, 

That I may fee my fhaddow as I palTe. Exit, 
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ThcTragedie 

Enter ^ueette, Lord lowers and G raj. 

Ri. Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt his maieftie, 
Will foonc recouer his accuftomed health. 

gray . In that you brooke it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Thcrforc lor Gods lake entertainc good comfort. 

And chcare his grace with quickc and merry words, 

^.11 he were dead, what would betide ofrnc? 

Rt. No other harmc but lofte of fuch a Lord. 

«£VThe lolfe of fuch a Lord includes all harmc. 

Gray. The heauens haue bleft you with a goodly fonne. 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

JjV.Oh he is yong,and his minoritie 
Is putvnto thetruft of Rich. Glouccfter, 

A man that loues not mc,nor noncol you. 
7ib.Itisconcludcd he fhallbe Protestor i 
It is determined, not concluded yet. 

But lo it muft be if theKing mifcarric. Enter E>uck_ Darby, 
G’r.Hcre comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Rw.Good time ofday vnto your royall grace. 

Dar.G od make your Maieftie ioyfull as you haue bene. 
^.The Counted^ Richmond good my Lord of Darby, 
T o your good prayers willfcarcely fay, yfmen : 

Y ct Darby, notwithftanding dices your wife, 

An d loues not me, be you good Lord aflured 
1 hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

Dar . I befeech you either not beleeuc 
The enuious (launders ofher accufers. 

Or if (he be accufed in true report, 

Beare with hcrweakenelfe,which I thinkc proceeds 
From wayward fickneire,a»d no grounded malice. 

£*.Saw you theKing to day my LordDarby ? 

ZJ^r.But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came from vifiting his Maieftie, 

gu .. What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
j?«c.Madame,good hope, his graccfpeakes chearfully. 
jQu . God graunt him health, didyou confer with him i 
Ztec.Madam we did; He defires to make attonement 
Betwixt theDukcof Gloceftcr and your brothers, 

And betwxt them and my Lord Chambcrlaine, 

tAnd 



ofRidhard the Third. 

And fent towarnc them ot his royall prefence. 

° Would all u ere well, but that will neuer be. 

ltacourhappinc^is^thebigheft. 

Glo, They doe me wrong, and lwillnotindure it. 

Who are they that complaines vnto theKing? 

Tliat I forfooth am fternelouc them not : 

By wholy /Wthcy loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his cares with fuch diflentious rumors : 

Bccaufc Icannot flatter and fpeake faire. 

Smile in mens faces, fmooth,deceiue and c«g, 

Ducke with Frcnch.nods,and apifli courteflc, 

I muftbcheldarankerousenemie. 

Cannot a plaine man liuc and thinke no harme. 

But thus in fimpla truth mud beabufde 
By filken (lie itifinuating lackes ! 

JiiVTo homc in this prefence fpeakesyour graca? 
gh. To thecthat haft nor honeflienor grace. 

When haue 1. injured thee, when doncthce wrong? 
Orthee,orthcc,oranyof yourfadion ? 

A plague vpon you all. His royall perfon 
('Whome God preferue better then you would wifli) 

Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while. 

But you mull trouble him with lewd complaints. 

£)u. Brother of Glocefter,you miftake the matter : 

The King of his owne royall difpfition. 

And not prouokt by any futer cife, 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred. 

Which in your outward aftions fhewes it felfc, 

Againft my kindred, brother, and my felfc : 

Makes him to fend, that thereby he may gather 
The grounds ofy our rlwill.and to remouc it. 

Glo.\ cannot tell,thc world is grownefo bad, 

That wrens may prey wher eEagles dare not pearcb* 

Since euery Iacke became aGcntlcman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made a Iacke. 

<f^«.Come, come, we know your meaning brother Glo.- 
You enuicmincaduancement and my friends, 

God graunt we neuer may haue need cfyeu. 

GAuMeane time, God grantthatwehauenced ofyou, 

Our 







TheTragedie. 

X)ur brother is tmprifoned by your meancs. 

My fclfe di(graced,and theNobilitic 

Held in conrempt.whilft many faire promotions 

Are dayly giuen to eno ble thofe. 

That fcarce fome two dayes fince were worth a noble. 

Jgt*. By him that raifde mctothiscarefullhcight, 
From.that contented hap which I enioyed> 

1 neuer did incenfe his Maieftie 

Againft theDukeof Clarence, but hauebeenc ' 

An earned aduocate to pleade for him. 

My Lord, you doe me framefull iniuric, 

Falfely to draw me in thefe vilcfufpe&s. 

(Jlo. You may denie that you were not the caufe, 

Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment. 

Riu. She may my Lord. 

Glo. She may,L. Riuersjwhy who knwes not fo ? 

•She may doe more fir then denying that : 

^hc may helpe you to many faire preferments. 

And then denie her ayding hand therein, 

^nd lay thofe honours on your high d eferts. 

What may free net } fre may, yeamarriemay flic. 

Riu. What marriemay fiicj 1 
Glo. What marry may fiie ? marry with a King 
A batcheler,a handfomc (tripling too. 

I wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

gu. My L. of Glocefter,I haue too long borne 
Yoar blunt vpbrai dings, and your bitter fcoffes, 

By lieauen I will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe grolfe taunts I often haue indured. 

1 had rather be a country feruant mayd. 

Then a great Qneene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, fcorned, and baited at, EnttrGu, 

•Imall ioy haue I in being Englands Queene. Uttar gret. 

£K Mar. ^nd lefned be that fmall, God 1 befeechthec, 
Thy honour, ftatc, and feate is due to me. 

Glo. What? threatyou me with telling theKing? 

Tell him andfpare not,looke whatlfayd, 

I will auoch in prefence bf the King : 

Tistime to (peake, when paines are quite forgot. 
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Third*! 

9u diucl.l remember them too well, 

Ttmu fleweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at Tcwxbune. 

Glo, Ere you wereQueene,yea or your husband king, 

I was a pack-horfe in his greataffaircs. 

A wecderoutofhis proud aduerfaries, 

A liberall rewardcr of bis friends .• 

To royalize his blood 1 fpilt mine owne. 

Qu.Mar. Yca,and much better blood, then his or thine. 
Gle.ln all which time,you and your husband Gray, 
Were famous for the houfc of Lancaftcr s 
And Riuers,fo were you. Was not your husband 
In Margarets battaile at Saint Albons flaine : 

Let me put in your mind, if yours forget. 

What you haue been ere now, and what you arc : 
Witball,what 1 haue been,and what J am. 

G)h, c Jkar.A. murtherous villaine,and fo ft ill thou art. 
GYo.Poore Clarence did forfake his Father Warwickc, 
Yea and forfwore himfelfe (which Icfo pardon.) 
ght.Mar. Which God reuenge. 
glo. To fight on Edwards partie for thecrowne. 

And for his meede(poore Lord)he is mewed vp: 

1 would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pittifulllike mine, 

1 am too childifh foolifh for this world. 

gu.Mtr . Hie thee to hell for frame, and leaue the wotid. 
Thou Cacodcemon, there rhy kingdemeis. 

5*.My Lord ofQocefter in thofe buficdaics. 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 

We followed then our Lord,ourlawfullKing, 

So fliould we now,if you frould beour king. 

Gio. If frould be ? I had rather be a pedlar, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

gu.Utar.As little ioyfmy Lord)as you fuppofc 
You fliould emoy.wereyou this countries king: 

*As little icy may you fuppofc in me. 

That I enioy, being the Queene thereof, 

Fc '°y en’oycs theQaeenc thereof, 
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rageaic 

1 can no longer hold me patient. 

Hearc me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In (haring outthat which you hauepildfrom me : 
Which'ofyou trenibles notthatlooke on me.? 

If not.that I beiiigQucenejyou bow like fubic&s, 

Yet that by you depofd, you quakelike rebels : 

O gentle viilaine,rioenotturncaway, 
^.Foulev\rinkled.v\itch, what makft thou in my fiobt? 
J^.^^Butrepetitionof what thou haft roard, 6 

That will i make,t>efore I let thee goe : 

A husband and afonne thou oweft vnto me, 

And thouakingdome,allofyoualleagence : 
TheforrowthatIhaue,by rightisyours, 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe,is mine< 

9'^.Thc curie me -noble father laideon thee. 

When thou didll erowtiehis warlike browes with paper. 
And with thy fcorne drewft riuers frow his eyes. 

And then to-drie them,gau J ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptin the blood ofprettieRutland : 

His curfes then from bitternelTc offoule. 

Denounc’d againft thee, are fallen vpon thee, 

A«d GocJ, not we, hath plagude thy bloodiedeed, 
gu. So iuftjjs God to right the innocent. , 

Haft.O twas the fouleft deed to flay that babe. 

And the moft mercile lie that euer was heard of. 

.K/'.Tyrants themfelues wept when itwas reported, 
Dorf.Ho man but prophecicd reuengefpt it. 
^«r.Notthumb«land then prefcnt,wept tofee it. 
Qtt.Ma. What ? were you Hiarling all before l came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

Aiv\ turne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuaile fo much with heauen* 
That Henries death,my louely Edwards death, 

Their kingdomcsloflcjiny woefull banifhment> 

Gould all but anlwcr for that peeuifh brat? 

Gan curfes pierce thecloudes,and enter hcauen } 

Why then giuc way dull clouds to my quicke curfes s. 

Ifnot by warre, by furfet dieyour King. 

As oyr by murdcr,to make him a King. 

........ Edward 



of Richard the Third. 

Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince of Wales, ! - 

For Edward my fon, which was Prince ©f Wales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violences. 

Thy felfe a Qucene.for me that was a Queene, 

Out hue thy glory, like my wretched felfe : 

Long maift thou liue to waile thy childrens Ioffe, 

And fee another,as 1 fee thee now 
Decktin thy glorie, as thou art (laid in mine : 

Long die thy happie daies before thydearh, 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 

Dieneithcr mothcr,wifc,nor Englands Queene, 

Riuers and Dorfet,you were Handers by, 

A nd fo was thou Lord Hafting$,when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none ofyou may liue your natural! age. 

But by fome vnlookt acci den t cut off. 
gio, Htue done thy charme thou hateful! withered hag, 
^ndleaue outthee?ftay dog/or thou (halt hearc 
it heauenhaueany greeuous plague in ftore, ( me. 

Exceeding thole that I can wifh vpon thee : 

O let them keepe it till tby finnes be ripe. 

Ana then hurie dovvne their indignation 
On thee thctroubler of the poore worldspeace : 

Th l n' 'Tr r°l a > ncc ft 111 1 begnawthyfoulc, 
IS^l Cn ^ SrUrpca: fort ^ tors whiM thouliuefl, 

And take deepe traytors for thy dcareft friends. 

No fieepe clofeyp that deadly eye of thine 
Vnleirc it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 

frights thee, with a hellofvgly diuels. 

Thou eluifli markt, abortiuc rootinghog, 
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The Tiragedic 

Thou badftcaW r»c alithefe bitter names. 

Jjltt.Mar.Wby fo I did,butk>oke for no reply j 
O let me make the period to my curfe. 

GU.T is done by me and ends by Margaret. 
jjht. Thus haue you breathed your curfe againft your 

Poore painted Queene, vaine flourifh of my for- 
Why ftrewft thou fuger on chat botled fpider, (tunc 
Whofe deadly web infnarcth thee about ? 

Foole.foole, thou whetft a kmfc to kill thy fclfc. 

The time will come when thou (hale with forme, 

To helpc thee curfe that poifoneu bunchbackt toade. 

Haft. Falfe boading woman, end thy frantick curfe 
Lealt to thy harmc thou mooye our patience. 

Foulc fhame vpon you, you haue all mou dmine, 
Ri. Wereycu wellicru d y ou would be taught your duty. 
ftht.A/suiofewe me well, you all fhould docme dutie. 
Teach meto be your Queene, and you my fubleftif': :j ' 
Oferue the well, and teach your fclues that-diitje. 
D«r/.Difpute not with her, {lie m lunatique. li * 

gu.M. Peace maifler Marquelfeyou are malapert, 
Yom fire-new ftampeof honour is fcarcc currant : 

O that your young nobilitie could iudge. 

What t’were toloqfc hand be miferabfe. ? 

They that [land high, haue many blafts to (hake them. 

And if they fallthey dalh themfeiues to pieces. 

G/f Goodcounfell marry, learne it,lcarne it Marques. 7 
D^/.Ittoucheth you(my Lord)as much as me. - , 

£7/o.Yea,and much more, bull was borne fo high, 

Qur aiery buildeth in the Caedats top, 

And dallies with the windc,and fcorncsthe lunne. • 
Qu.Ma. And turnes thc Sunne to (hade, alas, alas, 
WitneS my funne,nOw ’in the (hade of death, 

Whofe bright outlhiningbeames, thy cloudie wrath, 

Hath in eternall darkenefle foulded vp: 

Y our aicrie buildeth in our aciries nealt* 

O God that feeft it,doe not fuffer it: 

As it was won with blood, loft be it fo. .. 

.gW^Haue done for fhame, if not for charitie. 
^.UW.Vrge neither charitie nor fhame to me, 
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Nolv faire befall thec,and thy princely houfe 
Thy garments are not lpotted with our blood, 

Nor thou within the compaffcof my curfe. 

‘Buck* Nor no one here 3 for curfes neuer paii 
The lies of them that breath them in theatre. 

gIm *, lie not beleeue but they afeend the skie, 
jfcd there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Lookewhen hefawnes, hebites,andwhenhe bites, 

His venome tooth willrankle thee to death, 

Haue not doe with him, beware of him ; 

Smne, death, and hell hauefet their markes on him. 

And all their mini tiers attend on him. - 

£/*.What doth (he fay my Lord of Buckingham f 
Ruck. Nothing that! rcfpeil my gracious Lortf. _ 
Q Ma. What doeft thou fcorne me for my gentle cou n- 
Antfo othd the djuell that I warne thee from ? (fel, 

0 but remember this another day. 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forrow, 
e^/nd fay poore Margaret was a Prophetelie : 

Liuceach of you, the fubiedb of his hate, 

he to you, and all of you to Gods. Sxit. 

Haft. My haire doth Band on end to heare her curies, 
Riu.Ana fo doth mine,l wonder (hecs at libertie, 

GU. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong, and 1 repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

Haft. I neuer did her any to my kngwledge* 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong. : 

1 was too hot to doe fomebody good. 

That is too colde in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for. Clarence, he is well repaid, 
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[ragedie 

He is franJct vp to fatting for his painej, ,, 

God pardon diem that are the caufe of it, 

Riu. A vertuous and a Criftianlikc corifufion, ' 

To pray for them that hauc donefcath to vs. 

gio. So do 1 euer being well aduifed. 

For had I curft,now 1 had cur ft my felfe. 

* Catf. Madame, his maieftie doth cailforyou. 

And for your noble Grace.- and you my noble Lord. 

Catsby,wc come, Lords will you goewithvs, 

Rt. Madame, we will attend your G race. Exeunt OHa. Cle, 
Glo.l doe thee wrong, and hr ft began to braule. 

The fecret mifchicfc that 1 fet abroach,’ 

I lay vnto th« gricueus charge of others, 

Clarence, whome I indeed hauc laid in darkeneilc .• 
Idoebeweepetomanyfimpleguls: , 

N amely to Hafti ngs. Darby Buckingham, 

And fay it is the Queene.and her allies 
That ftirrc the K.againftthcDukcmy brother. 

Now they belceue me,and withall whet me 
To be reuengedon Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, 

But then figh,and with a piece of fcripture, 

T ell them that God bids vs to doe good for euill : 

And thus 1 cloath my naked villanie 
With old od ends, ftolncoutofholy writ, 

An d feeme a Saint, when mod I play theDiuell. 

But foft here comes my Executioners. Enter Executioners. 
How now, my hardy flout refolued mates. 

Are ye not going to defpatch this deed ? 

Exc, We arc my Lord, and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. It was well thought v pon,I haue it hecrc about me, 
When you haue done,repaire to Crosbic place .- 
But firs,befuddaine in the execution.- »_ / 

Withall, obdurate.- doe notheare himpleade. 

For Clarence is well fpoken,and perhaps 
May moueyour hearts to pittie if you marke him. 

jE , Atf.Tufh,fearc not, my Lord we will not ftand toprate, 
T alkers are no good doers he allured .- 
We come to vfe our hands and not our tongues. 



of Ridhard the Third. 

67*. Your eyes drop milftones,when fooles eics drop tear* 

Hike you Lads, about yourbufmelle. Exeunt. 

Enter Clarence 'Brokenbury. 

Bro. Why lookes you Grace lo heauily to day ? 

Cla.Qh, 1 haue paftamiferable'night, 

Sofullofvgly lights, ofgaftly dreames: 

ThatasI am a Chriftian faithfull man, 

J would notfpend another fuch a night, 

Though t’were to buy a world of happie dayes, 
Sofullofdiftnall terrour was the time. 

Bra. What wasyour dreame f I long to heareyou tell it, * 
Cla , Me thought I was imbarkt forBurgundie, 
in my company my brother Glocefter, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches, there we looked towards England, 

An& cited vp a thoufand fearefull times, 

During the warres of Y orke and Lancafter, 

That had befallen v s : as we paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Glofter.ftumbled,and in ftumbling 
Strookeme(that thoughtto flay him) cuer-boord 
Into the t umblin g billow cs of the maine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne, 

What dreadfull noyfe of water in mine eares, 

What vgly fights of death within mine eyes: 

Me thought lfaw a thoufand fearefull wrackes. 

Ten thoufand men that fifties gnawed vpon, 

W edges of gold, great e^Aachors,heapes ofpearle, 
Ineftimablc ftone$,vnvalued iewcls, 

Some lay in dead mens fculs, and in thofc holcc- 
Where eyes did onceinhabite, there weic crept 
As twerc in fcorne of eyes, refletfling gems. 

Which wade the flimie’bottomc of the deepe. 

And mockc the dead bones that lay fcattet ed by. 

Bro. Had you fuch Lifure in the time of death, 

T o gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe i 
Cla. Me thaughr I had : for ft ill the.enuious flood 
ivept rn my foule,and would not let it foorrh, 
to keepc thcemptie,vaft,and wandring ayre, 

But 
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ThcTragcdie. 

But fmothcred it within my panting bulkc, 

Which almoft burft to belch it in the Tea. 

Brok. A wakt you not with this fore agonic i 
Clur.Q no.my drcame was lengthned after life, 

0 then began the temped of my loulc. 

Who pad (me thought)thc melancholy flood. 

With that grim ferriman which Poets write of, 

Vnto thekingdome otperpetuall night .* 

The firft that there did grccte my Granger foulc, 

Was my great father in law, renowned Warwick, 

• Who cried aloud, what fcourge for periurie 
Canthis darke monarchic afford falfe Clarence ? 

And fo he vantlht : Then came wandring by, 

A fhadow like an Angcll,in bright hairc, 

Dadled in blood, and he fqueakt out aloud, 

Clarenceis comc,falfe,flccting,pcriurd Clarence l 
That ftabd me in the field by T exwburie : 

$c aze on himfuricSjtakc him to your torments. 

With that me thoughta legion of foulc fiends 
En u ironed me about, and howled in mine ear es, 
^uchhidious cries, that with the very noife, 

1 trembling, wakt,and for a feafon after. 

Could not beleeue but that I was in hell. 

Such terrible impreflion made the drcame. 

Brok. No marucll(my Lord)though it affrighted you, 

I promife you,l am afraid to heareyou tell it. 

CU.Q Brokenburie, I haue donethofe things, 

Which now bearceuidenceagainft my foulc, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper flay by me, 

My foule is hcauie.and I faine would fleepe. 

BrokA will(my Lord) God giue your grace good relt, 
Sorrow breakes feafons,afcd repofing hewers 
' Makes the night morning, and the noonetidc night*. 
Princes haue but their tiles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inw ard toyle : 

And forvnfeltimagination, 

They often feele a world of reftlefle c ares : 

So that betwixt your titles,and low names, Therc’f 



id v»ii 




10 



20 



30 







140 



150 




of Richard the Third. 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 
Themurtjterers enter. 

In Gods name what are you,and how came you hither } 
Exe,l would fpeake with Clarcnce,& I came hither on my 
Bro. Yea, are yefo briefc i (legs, 

2. Exe. O fir, it is better bej>riefe then tedious. 

Shew him our Commiftion, talke no more. He rcadetb it. 

Bro. I am in this commanded to deliucr 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not reafon what is meant thereby 
Becaufc I will be guilt leiTc ofthe meaning : 

Heere are the keyes,there fits the Duke a fleepe .• 
lie to his Maieftie and certifie his Grace, 

That thus I haue refignd my place to you, 

Ext. Do fo,it is a poyntofw ifcdornc. 

2- Whatfliallwc ftabhimashefleepes? 
i . Nq, then he will fay twas donecowardly 
when he wakes. 

2. When he wakes. 

Why foole he fliall neuerwake till -the iudgement day, 

U Why then he will fay we ftabd him ficeping. 

2. The vrging of that word iudgement,hath bred 
j 4 kind of remorfc in me. 
i . What art thou afraid ! 

t.Notto kill him hauing a Warrant for it, but to be damnd 
For killing him,from which no warrant can defend vs 

1 . Backe to the Duke of Glofter, tell himfo. 

2. 1 pray thee ftay a while, I hope my holy humour will 
Change, twas wpnt to hold me butwhileone would tell.xx 

1 * th ° U feele thy now • (me 

2 . Faith fo^ecertainedregsofconfcienccareyetwithin 

i .Remember our rewarffvheu the deed is done. 

! \?m Unds h u dles,1 r haa for § ot th e reward, 
i. Where isthyconfciencenow > 

a. In the Duke of Glofters purfe. 
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TheTiagedie 
a. lie not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing, 

It makes a man a coward, A man cannot ft eale. 

But it accufeth him, he cannot ftcale but it checks him : 

He cannot lie with his neighbours wife but itdcteds 
Him, it is ablulliing fhamefalt fpirit that mutinies 

In amansbofomc : it filsonefullofpbftaclcs. 

It made me onceieftore a pecceofgold that 1 found. 

1 1 beggers any man that keepcs it : it is turnd out of all 
Townes and Citties for a dangerous thing, and euery 
Man that meancs to liue weU,cndcuours to truft 
To himfclfe, and to line without it. 

t.Zoundsjit is euen now at my elbow, perfwading me 
Not to kill the Duke. 

a. Take the dcuill in thy minde,and beleeuc him not, 

He wouldlnfinuate with thee to make thee iigh. 

i»Tut,I am ftrong in fraud, he cannot preuaile with me, 

I warrant thee. 

z, Stood like a tall fellow that refpeifls his reputation, 
Come fliall wc to this geare ? 

1 . Take him ouer the coltard with the hilts of my fword. 
And then we will chop him in the Malmfey-but in the next 
z. Oh excellent deuice, make a foppeof him. (roonie: 
i. Harke,he ftirs,fhalll ftrike ? 

a. No, firftlets reafon with him. ■ fM.awaketk. 
0a. Where art thou Keeper,giue me a cup of wine. 

1. You fhallhauewineenought,my Lo.anonc. 

C/a. In Gods name, what art thou ; 

2 . A man, as you are. 

CM. But not as I anyoyali. 

2 . Nor you as vve are, loyall. 

CM. Thy voyce is thunder, but thy tookes are bumble. 
2 . My voyce is now the Kings,my lookes mine owne. 
C/a , How darkely and how deadly doott thou fpeake i 
Tell me, who are you 2 wherefore cordeyou hither/ 

Am. To, to, to. 

Cla.To murther me 2 Am. I. 

C6i.You fcarccly haue the heart to tell me fo. 

And therefore cannot hauc the hearts to doeit, 

^Wherein my friends haue I offendedyou? ^ . 
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of Richard the ihird 

t . Offended vs you haue not, but the King. 

CM. 1 fhall be reconciled to him againc. 

2 . Neucr my Lo. therefore prepare to die. 

CMr.&A re you cald forth from out a world of mea 
Today the innocent? what is my offence ! 

Where are the euidcncc to accufe me J 
What lawfull quell haue giuen their verdift yp 
Vnto the frownmg'Iudge, or who pronounc d 
The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death. 

Before I be conuift by courfe of law? 

To thereaten me with death is moll vnlawfull : 

I charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chrifts dearc blood Hied for ourgrccuousfmnes. 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

The deed you vndertake is damnable. 

1 . What wc will doe, we do vpon command. 

2 . And he that hath commanded is thcKing. 

0a. Erroneous vairaile, the great King of Kings, 

Hath inhisTablesofhis Law commanded. 

That thou fhalt doe no murther, and wilt thou then 
Spuifnc athis edaljand fulfill a mans 2 
T akc heed, for he holdes vengeance in bis hands, 
Tohuilevpon their heads that breake his Law. 

^ 2 . c^nd that fame vengeance doth he throw onthcc, 
For falfe forfwearingandfor murthertoo? 

Thou didfl receiuc the holy Sacrament 
To fight in quarrellofthehoufcofLancaftcr. 

1 . sAnd like atraitor to the Name of God, 

Didft breake that vow, and with thy trecherous blade 
Vnripft the bowels of thy Soueraignes fbnne, 

- 2 . W home thou wert fworne to cherifh'and defend, 
1. How canft thon vrgeGods dreadfulllaw tovs, 
When thou hail broke it in fo deare degree ? 

CM. Alasffor whofe fake did I that ill deed ? 

For Edward, fanny brother, for hrcfake : 

Why firsjhefendsye not to murder rac forthis. 
ronnthis 1m he is as deepeas I, 

It God will be reuenged for this deede, 
ake not the quarrell from his pQwerfull anne* 
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Me needs no indirect nor law full com fe. 

To cut off thofe that haue offended him, 
i , Who made thee then a bloody mini Her, 

When gallant fpring,brauc Plantagenet, 

The Princely Nouite was ftrookc dead by thee. 

Cla. My brothers 1 uejtheDeuilhand my rage, 
i. Thy brothers louc, rhcDeuill, and thy fault? 

Haue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

Cla. Oh, if you loue brother, hate not me, 

1 am his brother, and 1 loue him well : 

If you be hirdeforneed,g‘oebackeagaine, 

Aadl will fend you to my brother Glocelfer, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death. 
l .You are deceiu d,your brother Glocefter hates you. 

Cla. Oh no, he louesaneand he holds me deare, 

Go you to him from me. 

Am. I fo we will. 

C7*.Tellhim,w hen that oar Princely father Yorke, 
Blcfthisthreefonneswith his virtoriousarme: 

And chargd vs from his foule to loue each other, . • 

He little thought of this diuided friendfhip. 

Bid Glocefter thinke on this, and he will weepe. 

Am. I, milftones,as he leffoned vs to weepe. 

C/a.O, doe not Hander him for he is kind. . 

r .Right, as fnowinharueft.thoudeceiuft thy felfe, 

Tis he that fcnt vs hither now to murther thee. 

C/a. It cannot be ; for when I parted with him, 

He hugdme in his armes,and fwore with fobs. 

That he would labour my deliuerie. 

2 . Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From this worlds thraldome : to theioyes ofheauen. 
i . Make peace with God, for you muff die my Lord, 

Cla. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

To counfell me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy owne fowle fo birrid, 

That thou wilt war with God for murtheringme ! 

Ah firs confidence that fet you on 

To doe this deede, will hate you for this deede, • 

• - — ■ v — 2, What 




2. What (hall we doe? 

Cla. Relent, and faue your (oules. 

1. Relcut, tis cowardly, andwomamlh. 

Cla. Not to relent, is bcaftly,fauagc,and diueliil). 

My friend,I fpie fome pittie in your lookes j 
Oh ii thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide and intreat forme: 

A begging Prince, what-beggerpittiesuot? 

t . 1 thus,and thus ; if this will not ferue, Uefiabs him , 

lie chop thee in the malmefey But in the next roome, 

2 . A bloodie deede, and defprately performd, 

How fainelike Pilate would 1 wadi my hand. 

Of this moft grieuous guiltie murder done, 

i. Why doeft thou nothelpe me ? 

By heauen the Duke (hall know how fiacke thou art, 
a, I would he knew that 1 had Jaued his brother. 

Take thou the fee,and tell him "what Ifay, 

Forl repentme that the Duke is flaine. Exit, 

i . So do not I, goe coward as thou Srt . 

Now mult I bide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order forhisburiali: 

And when I haue my meed I mu ft away, 

Fot this will out, and here I muff not flay. Exeunt, 

Enter Kingy £l^eene ,Hafirngs ,Eiiicrs -O-c . 

King. So, now 1 haue done a good dayes worke. 

You peeres continue this vnited league, 

I euery day expert an Embaffage 
From my Redcemer,to redeeme me hence: 

And now in peace my foule (hall part to heauen. 

Since I haue fet my friend at peace on earth : 

Riuers and Haftings,take each others band, 

Diffemble not your hatred, fweare your loue, 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purgdfrom grudging hate, 
And with my hand I feale my true hears loue, 

Ha(l, So thriue 1 as 1 fweare the like. 

A'w^.Take heede you dally not before your King, 

Leaft he that is the fupreame King ofKings, 

Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end, 

D -i Haft 
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iTTciragcdie 

Haft. So profper I, as I fweare pcrfcft louc. 

Itaf.And 1, as I louc Haftings with my heart. 

£<».Madame,your felfe are not exempt in this. 

Nor your fonncDorfet, Buckingham, noryou. 

You hauc been fa&ious one againft the other : 

Wife, louc Lord Haftings, let him kille your hand, 
e^iid whatyou doe,do it vnfainedly. 

J>*.Here Haftings, 1 will neuer more remember 
Qur former hatred, fothriuc I and mine. 

.Oor.Thus cnterchange of louc, 1 hereproteft, 

Vpon my part fliall be vnuiolable. 

Ha. And fo fwearc I my Lord. 

Kin. N ow princely Buckingham fcale thou this league, 
With thy embraccment to my wiucs allies. 

And make me happie in yourvnitie. 

Sue, When euer Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On you,or yours,butwith all dutiouslouc 
Doth cherifh you and y ours, God puni fli me 
With hate, in thole where I exped mod louc, 

When I haue moft need to imploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a friend, 

Decpc,hollow,trec herous,and fu 11 o f gu ile 
Beheyntomc.Thisdoe I beggeof God, 

When I am cold in zeale to you <?r yours. 

Kin, c^pleafing cordiall princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glofter here, 

To make the perfed period of this peace. 

Enter Glsccjh r, 

Buc. Andin good time here comes the noble Duke, 

Glo. Good morrow to my foneraigne King and QuceiiC) 
And princely pecrcs,a happie time ofday. 

JCw.Happie indeed, as we hauc fpent the day . 

Brother we haue done deedesofcharitic : 

Made peace of enmitie.faire loue of hate, % 

Betweenethefefwelling wrong inccnfedPceres. 

Glo.h blelled labour moft foueraigne liege, 

Amcngft this princely heape,if any here 
By falfe intelligence^ wrong furmife, 
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of Richard the Third, 

Hold me a foe,if I v nwittingly or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any inthisprefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to meto beatenmitie. 

I hate it, and defire all good mens loue. 

FirftMadame,I intreate peace ofyou, 

Which 1 purchafc with my dutiousferujee. 

Of you my noblccoufcn Buckingham, 

If cuer any grudge were lod’gd betwdenc vs. 

Ofyou my Lord Riuers.and Lord Gray of you. 

That all without defert haue frownd on me, 

Dukes,Eai les, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed ©f all: 

I do not know that Engl iJh man aliue, 

With whome my fouleisany iottcat oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne tonight J 
I thanke my God for my humilitie, 

A holy day fliall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded! 

My foueraigne liege I .do bcfecch youMaieftic 
T o take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

^/a.Why Madstme, haue 1 ofFrcd loue for this. 

To be thus fcornde in this roy all prefence ' • 
Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You doe him iniurietofeorne his coarfe. 

Ri. Who knowes nothe is dead ? who knowes he is? 

All feeing heauen,what a world is this i 
j?»r.Looke I fo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft i 
Dor I my good Lord, and no one in this prefence. 

But his red-colour hath forfooke his eheekes, 

JCin.ls Clarence dead ? the order was reuerfh 
GU. But hefpoore foule)by your fir ft order dide. 

And that a winged Mercury did bcare, 

Sometardie criple bore the conn tamarind. 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graunt that fomeleilc noble, and IctTe loyali, 

Neerer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood : 

Deferue not worfc then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet goe currant from fufpition., Enter EarbiA 
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TheTragedie, 

Dor. A boone (nay foueraigne) for my ferufce done, 
Km, I pray thee peace,my loule is full of forow. 

Dar, twill not rife vnleMcyour highnefle graunt, 

Kin. Then fpeake at once, what it is thou demaitndeftf 
Dar. The forfeit (foueraigne) ofmy feruants life, 

Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attendant on the Duke ofNorfFolke. 

Km, Haue 1 a tongue to doome my brothers death. 
And lliall the fame gjuc pardon to a flaue; 

My brothen flew no man, his fault was thought, v 
And yet hispuniflimen was cruel! death. 

Whofuedto meforhim i who in myrage, 

Kneeld at my feeteand bad me be aduifde^ 

Who fpake of brother-hood 1 who of loue 1 
Who told me how thepoorefoule didforlake 
The mightie w arwicke, and did fight for me i 
Who told mein the held by Tewxburic, 

When Oxford had me downe,herefcued me, 

^ndfaid, deare brother, liue and be aKing i 
Who told me when we both lay in thefield, 

Frozen almoft to dcath,how he did lappeme, 

Euen in his owne armes, and gaue himfelfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluakt,and not a man of you 
Had fo nfuch grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waytingvaflfailes 
Haue done a drunken flaughter,and defac’d 
The precious Image of our deare Redeemer, 

You ftraight are on your knees for pardon,pard(7li> 

And I vniuftly too,muft graunt it you. 

But for my brother,not a man would fpeake. 

Nor I (vngracious) fpeake vnto myfelfe. 

For him, peorefoule; The proudeftof you all 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none of you would once pleade for his life .* 

Oh God, I fearc thy iuftice will take holde 
Onme,andyou,and mine, and your for this. (E xlU 

Come Huttings, helpe me to my dofet, oh poore Clarence 
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of Richard the Third. 

This isthe fruit of rawneife : markt you not 
How that the guiltie kindred of^he Queen c, 

Looks palewhen they did hearc of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuengc it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt* 

Enter ‘Dutches ofYtrke rvtth Clarence Children* 
Boy.TtW me good Granam.is our father dead ? 

Dut. No boy. ' (breaft ? 

'Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beateyour 
Andcrie, Oh Clarence, my vnhappy fonne i 
Girle, Why do you lookeon vs and fliake your head ? 

And call vs wretches, Orphanesjcaffawaics, 

If that our noble father be aliue? -c 

Dut , My .prittjc Cofens, you miftake me much, 

Id® lament the flcknelfe of the Krrig : h ». . 

axfs loth to loofe him,now your fathers dead; 

It were lolllabour to v\ cepe for one that s loftv 
^j.Then Granam y ou conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncleis-too blamefor-this. 

God will reuenge it,whomeI will importune 
With day ly prayers all to that effeft. 

Dut, Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and fliallsw innocents, 

\ oucanaot geffe whocaufde your fathers death. 

•Boy. Granam,we can ; for my good Vncle Glocefter 
1 old me, the King prouoked by theQueene 
Deuis’d impeachments to imprifon him 
And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kill mycheekes, 

And bad me relie on him as on my father. 

And he would loue me dearely as hischildc. 

tetrad'' ■ 
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Enter the gueette* 

jf£g,Who fhall hinder me to waile and wCepc, 

To chide my fortune, and torment my felfc ? 
lie ioyne with blackc defpaire againft my lelfe, 

A nd to my fclfe become an enemie. 

But . What meanea this feeanc of rude impatience \ 
guXo make an aft of tragicke violence, 

Edward , my Lord, your fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branches, ndw the roote is withred l 
Why wither not the leauesithefap being gone £ 

If you wiHliue,lamerit : ifdie,oe brief e.- 
That ourfwiftwingedfoules may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fuhiefts, follow him 
To his new kingdomc of pcrpetuallreft. 

Bat. Ah , fomuch intereft haue 1 in thy forroy, ' 

As 1 had title in thy noble husband : 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death, ; ’ ^ ' - ' 

Ann liud by looking on his images. & * 

But now two mirrors ofhis princely fcmblance. 

Ait erakt in peeces by malignant death ; V ” '■ 

And 1 for comfort haue but one falfe glaffe, 

Which greeucs me when I fee my fhamein him, 

Thou arta widow, ycethou art amother. 

And haft the comfort of thy children lefothee: 

But death hath fnatcht my.children fromminc arme»; 
And plykt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 

Edward and Clarence, O what caufe haue I 
Then, being but mptitie of my felfe* 

To oaergo thy plaints and drowne the cries i 
Ey.Go p4 Aunt.you weept not for our fathers death; 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares ? 

CerLQur fatherlelle di ftrclle was left vnmoand. 

Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwept. 

j9#,Giue me no hclpe in lamentation, 

I am notbarreti tobring forth laments. 

All fprings reduce theireurrents to mine eyes, 

That 1 being gouernd by the watry moane, 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world; 
Oh for my husbandjfor my heireLo. Edward, 
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of Richard the Third. 

Jmbo* Oh for, our father, for ourdcare Lo. 0arenetl 
Z)#r.Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. ‘ ■ 
^«^VVhat flay had I but £dWr</,and is he gone ? : 
Ambo.Wh at flay had we but Clarence , and is he gone ? 
What flay had I but they,and they arc gone l 
Was ncuer widow, had fo deafealolfc. 

Ambo.Wa cuerOrhpaneshad a dearer lofle ? 

But.' Was euer mother had a dearer loflfe 1 1 ° ’ 

Alas, I am themothcr oftllefc moanes* 

Their woes are parccld, mine are general! s ■ • > • 

Shefor.E’Aiw*fwecpes,andfb doli 
I for a Clarence weepe, to doth not flic ; 

Thefc babes for Clarence wecpe,andfo do I; 

1 for an Edward weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on rnethree-fould diftreft. 

Pawre all your teares,] am your forrowesnurfe. 

And I will pamper it with lamen tations. Enter giofier, with 
(7/tf.Madamc haue cbmfort.all of vs haue caufe others* 

To waile the dimming of our Alining ltarre : 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my taother,I doc cry you mercy, 

I did nst fee your Grace.humbly on on my knee 
I crauc you blefllng, 

Z>»r,God blcflc thee, and put mcakeneife inthyminde, 
Louc, charitic* obedience, and^true duty* v 

C?/^Amen,maJccifticdic a good old man * 

Thats the butt eod of my mothers blcfling/ 

1 marucil why her grace didleaue it out * 

Nowdieai-ecach other, in each others loue; 

Ihough we haue foent ourharueftfbr this King, 

We aretoreape thcharueft ofhisfoone; 6 

LrKri ranC ,°, Ur ° f your hi S h ^olnehearts, 

Muft g r ea ti y be pref«ru'd,cheriflir,aifd kept 

^orthlTrh fr 8 ° G r ^ ? f Wit L h fomcI *« la »aine. 

Prince be fetch* 



to London^o becrownd our King. 
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The Tragedie 

GU Then be itfo; and goe we to determine 
Who they, (hah.be that (hraight (hal poft to Ludlow^ 
Madame taod you my mother, will you go. 

To giue yobr cenfurcai in this waighticbuftnclTe. 

exfwf.Vyith all out heart 4 ’. Exeunt, manet Glo.But ^ 

Busk, MyLordjwhoeuer iourneyes to the Prince, 

For Gods fake let not v s two be behind : 

For by the way Ifeiort occafion, 

As index to the ftoric we lately talkt off, 

To part theQueenesproud kindred from die King* 

GloMy other felfe,my counfels confiftorie, 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my deare Cofen t 
I like a child will goe by tby.direftion ; y r 

Towards Ludlow thcn,for we will not flay behmde. 

Sitter typo Gittizxm, 

i.Cit . Neighbour well, met.whither away fo fall ? 
x Cit .1 promife you,l fcarccly know my felfc. 
i .Hcare you the newes abroad? 
z.I,that the King is dead, 
i. Bad newes birkdy.feldoraecojcnesthe better, 

J feare, I feare, twillprooue a troubltfome world. Enter mi* 

3 .C/f.Good morrow neighbours. ther Cit. 

Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death i 
i. It doth, 3 .Then maifterslooke tofee a troublous world, 
t.No,no,by Gods graeohisfonne fbalkaigue. 

3 , Woe to that land thats gouernd by a childe, 
a .In him there is a hope of gotiernmcnt, 

That in his nonage,couafeU vnder him, : 

And u>his full and ripened yeares,himfelf c. 

No doubt (hall then^and till then gouerne well. 

i. So flood the ft ate when Harry the fixt 
Wascrownd at P,aris,but atnine moncths old. • 

3 .Stood the ftatefo. ? no good my friend not fo,_ 

For then this land wasfamoufly enricht 
With politike graue counfell : then the King 
i Had virtuous V ncles t© pro toft his Grace. 
z.So hath this,both by the father and mother. 

3 .Better it we re they all came by thefather. 

Or by the father there were none at all ; p 0 . 
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For emulation now, who fhall be neareft. 

Which touch vs all too neareif Godpreucnt not. 

Oh full of danger is theDuke ofGlocefter, 

And the Quecnes kindred hautie and proude. 

And were they to be rulde,and not rule, 

this lickly land might folace as before. 

3 Come, come, weteare the worft, all fhall be well. 

* .When clouds appeare,wife men put on their cloak cs. 
When great leaBes fall, the winter is at hand : 

When cheiun fets, who doth not looke for night? 

Vntimely ftormes make men expeft a dearth; 
e/4’11 men be well : but if God lort it fo, 

Tis more then we defender 1 expeft. 

i .Truly the foules of men arc full of dread : 
Yecannotalmaft rcafbn with a man 
Thatlookes nothcauily andfullof feare. 

3 .Before the times of change, ftill is it fo ; 

By a deuine inftinft mens mindes miftrnft 

Enfuing dangers, as by proofc we fee. 

The waters (well before a boy ftous ftorme ; 

But leaue it all to God.- whither away ? 
a. We are fent for to the Iuftice. 

3 . And fo was I, lie bearc you company. Exennt-, 

Enter Cardin all, D fitches ofl7orke,^n.yong Yorke, 

Car. Laft night 1 heard they lay at Northampton, 

At Stoniftratford will they be fo night. 

To morrow or next day they will beheere. 

T)»f. I long with all my heart ro fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growne fincc laft 1 faw hina. '■ 

,^«.But I heare no, they fay my foonne of York® 

Hath ouertanc-him in his giowrb, 

7 or, I mother, but I would not haueitfo. 

Tint . Why, my vong Coufin it is good to grow, 
?V.Granam,one night as wc did fit at flipper, 

My V ncle lliuers talkt how 1 did grow 
More then my brother. I quoth my VncleGlo. 

Small hearbshaue grace, great weeds grpw apace : 
Andfincemethinkeslwouldnotgrowfo fail, 

Becaufe Aveetc flowers arc (low, and wccdcs makebaff. 
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D/rt.Good faith,gooi faith ; the faying did not hold, 

In him chat did obiect the farac to thee .* 

He was the wretched ft thing when he was yong, 

So long a growing and fo leifurely. 

That if this were a rule, he fliould be gracious* 

Car . Why Madame, fo no doubt he is, 

Dwf.Ihope fo coo, but yet let mothers doubt* 

TVr.Now by my troth if I had been remeinbred, 

I could haue giuen my Vncles Grace a flout, (n_..„ 

That fhould haue ncerer touche his growth then he did 
Z)«r.How my prettie Yorke ? I pray thee let me h care it. 
Tor. Marry they fay, that my V nclc grewfo faw. 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old .* 

Twas full two yeares ere I could get atooth. 

Granam,this would haue beenca prittie ieft* 

I pray thee prettie Yorke, whutold thee fof 
7<»\Granam, hisNurfe. 

Z)#f. Why, flit was dead ere thou wert borne. 

JV.lftwere not (lie, I cannot tell who told me. 
flu. A perillous Boy .* go too .* you are too fhrewd. 
CW\Good Madamebe not angry with thechild* 
^.Pitchers haue cares. Enter Dorfet, 

Car . Here comes yourfonnejLord Marques Dorfet, 
What newes Lord Marques.? 

Dor.Such newes, my Lord,asgrieucs metovnfold* 
fu. How fares the Prince i 
Z)«\Well,Madame,and in health. 

But. What is the newes then f 
Dor. Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray, are fent toPomfret, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaugham,prifoners. 

Dut.VJho hath committed them ? 

Dor . The mightie Dukes, Glocefter and Buckingham. 
CVrr.For what offence ? 

Dcr.Thefummeof all I can, I haue difclofed : 

Why,or for what thefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

fn. Ay me, I fee the downefall of our houfc, -r 
The Tygcr now hath ceazd the gentle Hindc : 

Infulting tyrannie brginstoict 
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of Richard the Third* 

Vpoh the innocent and lawleffe thipane : 

Welcome deftruftion.dcath and malTacre. 

I fee as in a Mappe the end of all. 

D#r.Accurfed and vnquiet wranglingdaies. 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband loft his life to get thecrowne. 

And often vp and downemy fonnes werctoft. 

For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and Ioffe, 

And being feated, and domeftickc broyles 
Cleane oucrb|owne,themfelues the conquerours. 

Make war vpon them lei ues, blood againft blood, 

Selfe againft felfe,0 prepofterous 

And frankticc outrage, end thy damned fpleene. 

Or let me die to lookcon death no more. 
^«.Come,come,my boy, we will to •S'anftuarie. 

Dut.l le goe along with you. 

~ You haue no caufe. 

Car. My gracious Lady, go. 

And thither bare your treafurc and your goods* 

Formy part,lle refigne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I kecpe,and fo betid to me, 

As well 1 tender you,and all of yours : 

Come ile conduct you to the Sanduarie. Exeunt. 

The Trumpets found. Enter young Prince .the Duke of 

Cjlofl errand Buckingham , Cardinal, &c. (b er. 

Bucks Welcome ftvectePrinceto London royourcham- 
Clo. Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne: 

The weary way hath made you melancholic. 

fViw.No Vnclc,but our crotfes on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, weariloni.and heauie : 

1 want more Vncles here to welcome me. 

G’4>.SwectePrince, thevntainted vertue ofyour yeares, 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit .* 

Nor more can you diftinguilh of a man. 

Then of his outward drew, which Godhcknowes, 
vSeldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 

Thofe Vncles which you want, were dangerous. 

Your grace attended to their fhgred words. 

But look t not on thepoyfon of their hearts.* 
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The Tragcdic. 

Cod keepe you from them, and from fuch falfe friends* 
Bnn.God kcepe me from falfe friends, but they were none. 
Glo.My Lord, the Maior ofLondon comes to greeteyou. 
Enter Lord Maior, 

Lo.M.G od bleifeyour Grace,with health and happie daies. 

Aw&.Ithankeyou good my Lo. and thanke you all, 

I thought mymotherand my brother Yorke, 

Would long eie this haue met vs on the way : 

Fie, what a (lug is Haftings that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter L.Haft. 

A«f£.Andingood time here comes the fweating Lord. 
iVi#. Welcome my Lord, what, will our mother come ? 
Haft. On what occalion God he knowes,not I: 

The Queene your mother,andyour brother Yorke 
Hauetaken Sanftuarie; The tender Prince 
Would faine come with me to mcete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce with-held. 

Buc. Fie, what an indirect and petuifli courfe 
Is this ofhers? Lord-Cardinalfwillyour Grace 
Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke of Yorke 
V nto his Princely brother prefently ? 

Ifihe denie,Lord Haftings go with them. 

And from her iealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lo.ofBuckingham,ifmy weake oratorie 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon expedl him heere : but if fhe be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God forbid 
Wefliould infringethe holy priuiledge 
Of bleifed Sandtuaric .• not for all this land. 

Would I be guiltie offo great a Gnne. 

Buck. You are too fenceleife obftinate my Lord, 

Too ceremonious and traditionall. 

Weigh it but with the greatnelfc of this age. 

You breake not Sandluane in feazing him.- 

The benefit thereof is alwaies granted 

To thofc whofe dealings haue deferued the place, 

And thofe who haue the wit to claime the place. 

This Prinee hath neither claimed it, nor deferued it, 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 

Then 







of Richard th€ 

Then take him from thencethat is not there', 

You breake no priuiledge nor charter there » 

Oft haue I heard of Sadtuarie men, 

But San&uarie children neuer till now, . 

Car My Lord, you fliall oucr-rulemy mind for once* 
Come on Lord Haftings, will you goe with rne? 

Haft f I goe my Lord. Exit. Car, & Haft ♦ 

Pri.Good Lords make all the fpeedie haft you may. 

Say Vncle Glocefter,tf our brother come, 

Where Hull we foiourne till our Coronation 2 
Glo. Where it thinkft beft vnto yeur royallfelfe.' 

If I may counfell you, fome day or two 
Your highnelfe fliall repofe you at the Tower .* 

Then where you pi eafe and fliall be thought mod fi t 
For your beft health and recreation* 

Pri,l doe not like the Tower of any place: 

Did Iulius Ca/er build that place my Lord ? 

Buck. He did,my gratious Lo* begin that place. 

Which fince fucceding ages haue reedified. 

Brin. Is it vpon record, or elfe reported 
Sueefliuely from age to age he built it ? 

BuckftV pon record my gracious Lord. 

Brin. But fay my Lord it were notregiftred. 

Me think es the truth ftiould liue from age to age. 

As twere retaild to all pofteriric, 

Euen to the gcnerall ending day. 

(//a. So wife, fo yong,they fay do neuer liue long. 
/Vw.Whatfay you V ncle 2 
C/o.1 fay, without Cara&ers fame liues long 
That like the formall vice,iniquitie, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 
f 7*^* Iulius Cafar was a famous man. 

With what his valour did in rich his wit. 

His wit fet downc to make his valour liue: 

Death makes noconqueftofhisconquerour. 

For now beliues in fame,though not in life .* 

1 C ? r?x U ,u What my Coufen s » ci &gb*m. 

Buck. What my gracious Lord? 

vVw.And ifl liuevntilllbea tnjin, 
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The Tragedie 

lie winne our ancient right in France againe. 

Or dye a fouldier as I liu d a King* 

Cjlo. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

Enter jong T or kg. Hafiings, Cardin ill. 

Buc . Now in good time, here comes the Duke of Torke 
Prin,Kichardot Torke } how fares our noble brother; 
Ter, Well my deare Lord : fo muft I call vou now. 
Trin . I brother to our griefe,as it isyouw ; 

T oo late he dide that might haue kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie. 

G/o.H ow fares our coufen noble Lo.ofTerkf ? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You laid that I die weeds are fall in growth 
The Prince my brother hath our growne me farre, 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 
fjf/o.Oh my faire cou£sn,I muft not fay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then I, 

Glo. He may command me as my foueraighe. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor. I pray you V ncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litlecoufen,with allmy heart, 

Prin . A begger brother? 

Tor.Qhwy kind Vncle that I know will giue. 

And beingbutatoy,which isno gifttogiue, 

Gio. A greater gift then that, ile giue my cofen. 

Tor. A greater gift ? O thats thefword too it. 
g/o.l gentle cofen, were it light enough. 

2^.0 then I fee you will part but with light gifts. 

In weightier things youlcfay a begger nay. 

Glo, It is too weightie for you grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were itheauier, 

Glo. What, would you haue my weapon little Lord ? 
Tor.l would that I might thanke you as you call me. 
Glo. Mow ? Tor. Li tie. 

Prin, My Lo : of Torke will ftillbe crofte in talke; 
Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Tor Xo\i meane to beare mc,not to beare with met 
Vnclcjiny brother moekes both you and me, 







of Richard the T hint, 

Becaufethat I amlitlclikean sfpc, fJ 

He thinkes that you fliould beare meon yoUr fltoulder*. 
Buc.Widi whata flurpeprouided wit he rcaions, 

S o mittigate the fcorne he giue his vncle, 
epretely and aptly taunts himfelfe: 

So cunning and fo young is wonderfull. 

glo. My Lo; wilt pleafe you parte along ? 

My fclfc and my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To mcetyou at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor, What will you goe vnto the Tower my Lord t 
Prin. My Lord Protett.r will haue it fo. 

Tor.l fiiallnotflcepein quiet attheTowcr. 

Glo. Why, what fliould you fcare ? 

TV.Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My Granam toldmehewas murdred there. 

‘Prin. I feare no vnclcs dead. 

G/o.Nor none that liuc, 1 hope. 

Prin. And if they liue, I hope I need not feare. ‘"j 

But come my L. with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt, Vrin.T or. Haft. ‘Dorjmanet.Bifh.Buc. 
5wr.Thinke you my Lo : this litie prating Y orke, 

Whas not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

T o taunt and fcorne you thus opprobriou fly/ 

Glo. No doubt,no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy, 
Bold,quicke,ingcnlous 3 forward,capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft ; come hither Catesbj , 

Thou art fworne as deepely to effect what we intend, 
clolely to conceale what wc impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpon the way : 

What thinkeft thou,is it not an eafie matter 
To nuke iVtWamL. Hafltngs ofour niinde, 

.Lor the mftalmcnt ofthisnobleDuke, 

In the fcatetoyallofthis famous Ile ? 

Catef. Hefor his fathers fake foleues thePrince, 

?^ e ^ onne£oou 8 hta 8afofthim. 
£«r.What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what will he i 
F z 
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Cat , He will doe all in alias Haftings doth* 

Buc, Well, then n© more but this ; 

Go gentle (T^e^and as it were a fairre off, 

Sound Lord Haftmgs how he ftands affedted 
V nto our purpofc, 1 t he be willing, 

Encourage him, and fftew him all our reafons • 
if he beleaden,Icie,cold 3 vnwilling, 

Be thou fo too.- and io breakeoff your talke. 

And giue vs notice of his inclination, 

Tor we to morrow hold deuided counfels, 

Wherein thy felfe fhalt highly be employed. 

G’/tf.Commend me to Lord Catesbj 

His ancient knot ofdangerous aduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my friends for ioy of this gobd newes, 

. Giue gentle Miftris Shore y o ne gentle kiffe the more, 
Buek^G ood Catesbj effeft this bufinefTe foundly . 
fat. My good Lords both : with all the heede 1 may. 
G/o.Shall we heare from you Catesbj ere we fleepe i 
Cat. Y ou fliall my Lord. Exit Catesbj . 

Glo. At Crosby place, there fliall you findevsboth. 

Buck- Now my Lord, what fhallwe do,ifwcperceiue 
William Lord Haftings will not yeeld to our complots ? 

G’/s.Chop off his head man,fome what we will do, 

And looke when I am King, claime thouofmc 
The Earle dome oCHertJord and the mooueables. 
Whereof the King my brother flood poffefl. 

Buck;, He claime that promife at your G races hands. 
glo. And looke to haue it ycclded with willingneffe. 
Comelet vsffup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our complots in fome forme. Exeunt, 

Enter a meftehger to Lord Haftings. 

A'feJf.VJhat ho my Lord. 

Haft. Who knocks at the coore > 

Adejf. A meflenger from the Lord Stanlej, Enter L.Haft • 
Haft. Whats aclocke? 

Aiejf.Vpon the ftrokeoffoure. 

B?/.Cannot thy maifter fleepe the tedious nights l 
Aieff, So it fhould feeme by that 1 hau e to fay .* 






i, 

' 



of Richardthe Third. 

Tirft he commends him to your noble Lordihip. 

Haft, And then. t^^A^nd then he fends you word, 

He dreamt to night, the Boarc had caft his helme ; 

Befides he (ayes, there are two counfels held. 

And that may be determined at the one. 

Which may make you and him to rew at the other, 
Therefore he fendsto know your Lordfliips plcafurc 
If prefently you will take horfe with him, 

And with all fpeedc port into the North, 

To ihunthe danger that his foulediuincs. 

Haft. Good fellow go,returne vnto thy Lord. 

Bid him not fearethe feparated councels : 

His Honourand my felfe are attheone. 

And at the other is my feruant Catesbj • 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs. 

Whereof 1 fliall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are fliallow, wanting inftancie. 

And for his dreames, I wonder he is fo fond, 

Totruft the mockerieefvnquiet ilumbers. 

To flye the Boarc before the Boarepurfue vs, 

Were to incencethe Boare to follow vs, 

<tAod make purfuite where he did meanc no chafe. 

Go, bid thy maifler rife and come tome. 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he fliall fee the Boare will vfe v s kindly, 

Me/.My gracious Lord, He tell him whatyou fay, Exit, 
Enter fatesbj to L.Haft mgs. 

.fat . Many good morrowes.toray noble Lord. 

Haft. Good morrow Catesbj : you are early flirring, 

What newes, what newes, in this our tottering flate? 

Cat.lt is a reeling world indeedemyLord, 

And I beleeue twill neuer fland v pright 
Till Rich ad we are the Garland of the Realme. 

Haft. Who ? weai e the Garland rdoeft thou mesuethe 
Cat. I my good Lord. (Crownc i 

' t; ? Ie i,aue r ^ is crovvne of mine, cut from my flioul- 

Ere I wiil fee the Crowne fo foule mifplafte .* (ders, 

But can ft thou geffe that he doth ay me at it? 

Cat,y pon my life my L. and hopes to fi ndeyou forward 
E 5- Ypon 
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ThcTragedie 

Vpon his party for the gaine thereof, 

Andthcrevpon he fends you this good newes 
That this fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of theQuecne,muft die at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for this newes, 

Bccau se they haue bccne ftill mine enemies : 

But that lie giue my voyce on Richards Mt, 

To barre my maifters heires in true difeent, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death. 
fit. God keepeyour Lordfliip in that gracious mindc. 
Haft. But 1 Hull laugh at this a twelmonth hence, 

That they who brought me in my maifters hate, 

I Iiueto lookc vpon their tragedie : 

I tell the Cateshy. fit- What my Lord i 
Haft. Eve a fortnight make me elder, 
llefendfome packing,thatyetthinkenoton it. 

Cat, Tis a vilething to die my gratious Lord 
When men are vnprcpard,andk>okc not for it. 

Haft . O monftrous,monftrous,and fo fals it out 
With Rtuers, Vaughan, Gray t and fo twill doo 
With fomc menclse,who thinkcthemfclues as fafe 
As thou,and I, who as thou knowft are deare 
To princely Richard^ and to -Buckingham. 

Cat, The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft . 1 know they do, and I haue well deferued it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Whatmy L. w here is your Boare-fpearc man ? 

Fearc you the Boare, and goe you fo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My L. good morrow : good morrow Cateshy. 

You may left on, but by the holy Roode, 

I do not like thefefcuerallcouncels I. 

Haft. My L. I hold my life as deafe as you do yours, 
And neuerin my life I do proteft, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinkc you, but that 1 know our ftatcfecure, 

I would be fa tryumphantas lam? 

Sta,T he Lords of Eomfret when they rode from London 
Were iocund,andfuppofsle their ft aics was furc, 
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of Richard the Third, 

And indeed had nocaufe to miftreft ? 

But yet you fee how foonethe day orecaft, 

This fudden fcab of rancor 1 mifdoubr, 

Pray God, 1 fay, 1 proue a needleife coward, 

But come my L.ftiall we to the Tower i 

Haft, l go : but ftay,heareyou not the newes ? 

This day thofe men yob talke of, are beheaded. 

#*.They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufed them weare their hats ; 

But come my L. let vs away. Exit, L.Standley , & Cat, 
Hafl.G oyou be-fore, lie follow prefemly. 

Enter Hafttngs a Purftuant, 

Haft. Well met Haft tags Mow goes the world with thee ? 
Tw. The better that it pleafeyour good Lordfhip to ask. 
Haft. I tell thee fellow, tis better with me now. 

Then when I met thee laft where now we meete s 
Then was I going prifoner to the Tower, 

By thefuggeftion of theQueenes allies .* 

But now I tell thee (keepeit to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better flate then euer i was. 

Pur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Hdft. Gramercy Hafti»gs, hold fpend thou that. 

He giues him hispurfe. 

Pw.Godfaue your Lordfhip. Exit. Mur, Enter aPrieft. 
Haft. What fir Iohn,you are well met : 

Iain behcldingto you for your laft dayes exercife.* 

Comethc next Sabboth,and I willcontentyou. He rshtfpers 
Enter Buckingham, (in his ear e, 

T3uc, How now Lord Ghamberlaine,whattalkingwith a 
Y< ur friends at Pomfret they do need the Prieft. (prieftf 

Your Honour hath n'o [hriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith,and when 1 met tbisholy man, 
Thofcmen you talke of, came into my. minde.* 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord r 
Rue, I do, but long i (hall not flay, 

Khali returne beforeyour Lordfliip thence. 

Haft, Tis like enough,for I flay dinner there. 

Rue. And fupper too, although thou knovvh it not ; 

Gome; 
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ThcTragcdic, 

Comc,fliall we goc along ? 

Enter Sir Richad Rat life, with the Lord Ritter/ 

Gr 'ay } and ZJanghan, yrifencrs. 

Rat, Come bring forth the priloners, 

Rtu.Siv Richard ’R&ltff'e, let me tell thee this : 

T o day flialt thou behold a fubied die, 

For truth, for duty, and for loyaltie. 

gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packc of you: 
ssi knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Riu.Q Pomfret,Pomfret.Q thou bloody prifon, 

Fatall and ominous to noble Pceres .* 

Within the guilty clofure of thy wailes 

the lecond here was hackt to death : 

And for more ilaunder to thy difmall foule. 

We giue thee vp our guiltlelFe blouds to drinke. 

Gray, Now Margarts curfe if falne vpon our heads. 

For Handing by,when Richard^ abd her fonne. 

.to. Then cur ft ihe Haftings , then curft ihe Buckingham, 
Thencurft ihe Richard. O remember God, 

T o heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 
ex/nd for my lifter and her princely fonne 
Befatisficd deare God with our true blouds, 

Which as thou knoweft vuiuftly muft be ipilt. 

Rat, Come, come, d ifpatch,thc limit of your liucs is out. 
J?«*.Come Gray, comeZlaugham, let vs all imbracc 
And take our leaues, vntill we meete in heauen. Exeunt. 
Enter the Lords to counfell. 

Haft. My Lords at once,the caufe why w« are met. 

Is to determine of the Coronation. 

In Gods name fay, when is this ray all day? 

Buc . Are all things fitting for that royall time?' 

Dor. It is,and let but nomination. 

"Bijh. To morrow then,! guelfeahappie time. 

Buc. Who knowes the Lord Protettors minde herein ? 
Who is moft inward with the noble Duke ? (his mind. 
JW.Why you my L : me thinks you fhouldfoonell know 
Buc. Who I my Lord ? we know each others faces : 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 
Thenlofyoursmorl no more of his, then you of mine, 
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of Richard the Third* 

loti Haftingt, you and he are neare in louc. 

Haft. I thanke hfs grace, I know he loues me well : 

But for his purpofe in the Coronation 
Ihaue not founded him,nor he deliuered 
His graces pleafure any way therein : 

But you my L. may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behalfe He giue my voyce. 

Which I prefume he will take in good part. 

Bifb. Now in good time hecre comes the Duke himfelfc. 
Enter Glofter. 

GloMy noble L. and coulens all good morrow, 

Ihaue bene longa fleepe,but now 1 hope 
My abfence doth negleft no great defignes, 

Which by my prefencs might haue bene concluded, 

Buc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

William L. Haftingt had now pronounft you part: 

I meane your voyce for crowning of the King, 

Glo. Then my L. Haftings.no man might be bolder. 

His Lordiliip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft, l thankeyourgracc. 

Glo.My Lord of Elie. 

"Bi/h.My Lord. 

Glo. When I was laft in Holborne, 

I faw good ftrawberries in your garden there, 

I do befeech you fend for fome of them. 

Bijh. Igoe my Lord. 

Glo.CouCen Buckingham , a word with you : 

Catesby hath founded Haftings in our buiinelle. 

And findes the tefty gentleman fo hote, 

As he will loofe his head eregiue conlent, 

Hismaiftetsfonneaswotfliipfullhetermesit, 

Shall loofe the royaltie of Englands throane. 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. lie followyou. Ex, Glo . , 
D^r.We haue not yet fet do wne this day oftriumph. 
l o morrow in mine opinion is too foone ; 

For I mv felfeam not fo well proUided, 

As elfe I would be, were the day prolonged. 
m0t till ^ Mter theBifiop of Elie. * (berries, 

S r- Wher « Is my l.Prete£lor } l haue fent for thefe ttraw-i 

G Haft. 
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TbcTragedie 

Haft , His grace lookes checrefuily andfmooth today 
Thcrcs fome conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 

I thinke there is ncuer a man in Chriftendomc, 

That can lelTcr hide his loue or hate then he •• 

For by his face ftraight (hall you know his heart. 

Dar, What of his heart perceiuc you in his face. 

By any likelihood he fliewed today? 

K*/?.Marry, that with no man here he is offended. 

For if he w erc,he would haue (hewnc it in his face. 

Dar, l pray God he bcnot,I fay. 

Enter (ft loft er, 

Glo.t pray yon all,what do they deferue 
That do confpirc my death with diucllifli plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that haue preuaild 
Vpon my body with their hellifli ebarmes ? 

Haft. The tender loue I beare your grace my Lord, 
Makes me moft forward in thisnobleprefcnce. 

To doorae the offenders whatfocuerthey be.: 

1 fay my Lord they haue defer ued death. 

^rVo.Then beyour eyes thewitneffe of this ill. 

See how I am bewitcht, behold minearme 
3s like a blaftcd fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife, that monftrous witch, 
Conforted with that harlot ftrumpet^We, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Ha^. If they haue done this thing my graciour Lord. 

Glo.l f thou ProteSlcr of this damned ftrumpet, 

Tel ft thou me of iffs? thou art a traitor. 

Off with his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

1 will not dine to day I fweare, 

Vntill I fee the fame, fome fee it done .• 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt , mdatt 

Haft. Wo, wo, for Englanftnot a whit for me# Ca,mtb Haft 
For I too fond might haue preuented this 
Stanley did dreame the boarc did race his hclme, 

But 1 difdaind it, and did fcorne to flic. 

Three times today my footecloth horfe did (tumble, 
ftartled when he lookt vpon the Tower, 






of Richard the Third. 

As loth to beare me to the flaughtcr-houfc. 

Oh, now I want the Prieft that ipakc to me, 

I now repent I told the Purftuant, •; 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Eomfret bloodily were butch erd, 

And I my felfcfecure in grace and fauour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauiecurfe 
Islightencd on poorc Haftings wretch ed head; 

f^t.Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would bit at dinner: 
Make afliort (hrifc,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft.O momentary (late of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the gract of hcauen : 
Who builds his hopes in aire ofyour fairclookes, 

Liues like a drunken Sayleron amafl, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come lcade meto the blocke, beare him my head. 

They fmilc at me, that fhortly ihall be dead. Exeunt* 

Enter ‘Duke of G left cr and Buckingham in armour « 
6’/f.Cofnecoufen,canft thou quake & ehangc thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle ora word. 

And then begin againe and flop againe, 

As iftbou were deftraught and mad with terror. 

Hue. Tut feare not me. 
lean counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke back e, and prieon euery fide: 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruice like inforoed (miles. 

And both are readie in their offices 
To grace my ftratagems. Entcs Motor . 

GVo.Here conics the Maior. 

Buc. Let me alone to entertaine him. Lord Maior 
G/o.Looke to the drawbridge there. o_ 

5«c.The reafon we haue fent for you. 

Glc.fateskj ouerlookc the wallet. 

^w.Harke, I hearca drumme. 

G/o.Looke backe,defcnd thee.here are enemies. 

Buc God and our innocencic defend vs» ?n 

C/ff.O,0,bc quiet, it is 

G * ' intv 
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The Tragedie 

Enter Cate&bywith Hafiings bead. 
CVtf.Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfufpe&ed Haftings. 

Glo . So deare 1 lou’d the man, that I mult weepe 
I tooke him forthe plained harmeleire man. 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chridian : 
tooke ye my Lord Maior : 

I made him my ;i b.ooke wherein my foule recorded 
The Hidorie ofall her fecret thoughts .♦ 

So frnooth he daub’d his vice with fliew of vertue, 
That his apparent open guilt omitted : 

I meane his conuerfation with Shores wife. 

He laid from attainder offufpeft. A 

Buckj Well, Well,he was thecouertd Iheltred traitor 
Thateuerliu’d.would you haue imagined, 

Oralnaod beleeue,were not by great preferuation 
Weliue to tell it you? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counfell houle. 

To murder me,and my good Lord of Glocefier , 
Mayor: What, had hefo l 
Glo . What thinkc ye we are T urkes or Infidels, 

Or that we would againd thccourfe efLaw, 

Proceed thus ralhly to the villaines death. 

But that theextreame perill of the cafe, 

The peace of England, and our perfonsfafetic 
Inford vs to this execution? 

^.Nowfaire befall you, he deferued his death, 
^nd you my good L. both, haue well proceeded, 

To warne falfe traitors from the likeattempts 
I neuer look t for better at hishands, 

After he oncef ell in with MidrelTc Shore, 
glo. Yet had not we determined he fhould die, 
Vntill your Lordfhip came to fethis death, 

Which now the longing had oftbefeour friends 
Somewhat againd eur meaning haue preuented, 
Becaufe my Zord,we would haue had you heard 
The trai tor fpeakc.atid timeroo fly confe lie 
The manner, and thre purpofeofhis treafon, 

That you might well haue fignified the fame. 
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of Richard the Third. 

Vnto the Cittizlms, who happily may 
Mifcondrue vs in him,and waile his death. 

Ma. My good Z. y our graces word (hall ferue. 

As well as lhadfeeneor heard him fpeakc- 
And doubt you not right noble Princes both, 

But lie acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your iud proceedings m this eaie, 

Glo. And to that end we wifh yonr Zordlhip here, 

To auoid the carping cenfures of the world, 
2 ?#<r.Butfcnceyou came too late of our intents, 

Yetw!tnedewhatwedidinrend,andfomyZordaduc. 

G/o.After, after, Coufen Buckingham. Exu Mater* 

The Maior towards Guild-ball hies him in all pod. 

There at your meeted aduantageof the time, 

Inferre the badardy of Edwards children •• 

Tell them how Edwardput to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he would make hisfonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houfe? 

Which by the figne thereof was tearmed Co. 

Moreouer.vrge hishatefull luxurie. 

And beadiall appetite in change oflud, 

Which dretchedto their feruants,daughters,wiucs,. 

Euen where hisludfull eye,orfauagc heart. 

Without controll lided to make his prey : 

Nay for a need thus farre come neare my perfon,, 

T ell them, when that my mother went with child 
Ofthat vnfatiate Edward, noble Yorke, 

My Princely father then had wares in France > 

And by iud computation of the time, 

Foundjthat the irtue was not his begot. 

Which well appeared in his lineaments. 

Beingnothing like the noble Duke my father 
But touch this fparingly as irwere farre off, 

Becaufe you know my Zord,me brother hues* 

2?«c.Feare not,my Zord,Ile play the O aiu*i 
As if the golden fee for which Ipleade, 

Were formy felfc, 

GMtyo" thriuewell, bring them to BaynardsCadle, 
Where you ihallfind me well accompanied 

9 l * With- 
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ThcTragcdie 
With reucrend fathers and well learned B?fhops.' 

Bhc. About threcor fourc a clockelookctoheare 
What new es Guild-hall affordeth, and fo my Lord farweli 
Gfo, Now will I in to take forne priuie order ( Ex, Muc, 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out. of fight. 

And to giue nocicethatno manner of perfon 
At any time hauc recourfc vnto the Princes. 

Enter a S criuener with a paper in hu hand. 

This is the Indi&ment of the good Lord HaJHngs, 

Which in afethand faircly isingrolFd, 

That it may be this day read oucr in Pauls : 

And markehow well the fequell hangs together, 

Elcuen houres I fpent to write it oucr. 

For yefternight by Catesby was it brought me, 
Thcprefident was full aslong a dooing, 

And yet within thefe hue houres liucd Lord HaJHngs 
VntaintedjVnexamined.- free, at libcrtic : 

Here’s agood world thewhilc. Why who's fo grolfc 
That fees not this palpable deuice? 

Yet who fo blind butfayes he fees it not ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, 

Whcnfuch bad dealing muft be feenc in thought. Exit , 

Enter Glocefter at me doer ^Buckingham at another.' 

Qlo , How now my Lord what fay the Citizens ! 

Buc. Now by the hely mother of our Lord, 

The Citizenes are mumme,andfpeakenotaword. 
G/o.Toucht you the baftardy of Edwards Children i 
Buc. 1 did .• with the infatiategrcedinelTe of his defires, 
His tyranny for trifles : his owne baftardy. 

As being got, your father then inFrance: 

Withall 1 did inferre your lineaments. 

Being the right Ideaofyour fathet. 

Both in one forme and nobleneflc of minde : 

Layd vpon all your victories in Scotland: 

Your Discipline in warre, wifedome in peace ! 

Your bountie,vertue,faire humilitic : 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpose 
Vntouch* t, or fleightly handled in difeourfee . 

A nd when my Oratorie grew to end. 
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of Richard the Third, 

1 baa them that loucs their Countries good, 

Cry , God faue Richard, Hnglands royal! King. 

Glo.tA, and did they fo? 

Z?#r, No io God helpe me. 

But like durobe ftatues or breathlelle ftones, 

Gazde eace on other and lookt deadly pale : 

Which when I faw, I reprehended them ; 

And asktthc Mayor what meanes this vvilfullfilcncc i 
His antwere was, the people werenot wont 
To bcfpoketoojbut by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgdeto tell my talc againe : 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Dukeinferd ’ 

But nothingfpeake in warrantfrom himfelfe : 

When he had done,fome followers of mine ownc 
Atthe lower end ofthe hall,hurled vp their caps. 

And fome ten voyces crycd,God faue K ing Richttd : 
Thankeslouing Citizens and friends quoth I,. 

This gcnerall applaufc and louing flioute, 

Argues your wifedome and your loues to Richard : 
id fo brake offand came away. 

Glo. What tonguelcllc blocks were they, would they not 
2?«<%N o by my troth my Lord. ( fpeakc i 

glo. Will not the Mayor rhen, and his bretheren come i 
Tuc.Thc Mayor is heerc .• and intend femes fcare. 

Be not fpoken withall, but with mightiefutc : 

Andlookcyou get a prayer bookc in your hand, 

And ftand betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground lie build a holy defcant : 

Be not eafic wonne to our requeft : 

Play the maydes part, fay no,but take it. 

(jlo. Feare not me,if thou canft pleade as well for them, 

A% i can fay nay to thcefor myfelfe, l 

No doubt week bring it toa happieilfue. 

Bnc, You fhall fee what 1 can do,getyouvp to theleads. Ex. 
Nowmy Lord Mayor, I dance attendance here, 

I thinke the Duke will not be fpoken withall. Enter Catesby. 
Here conies his feruant ; how now Cat esby fay c s lie J 

Cat. My Lord he doth entreate your Grace 
ToviMthimtomorrowpQr next day : 

He 
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The Tragedies 

He is within with twoo reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely beut to me ditation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy cxerafe. 

Z?«r.Returnc good Catesby to thy Zord againc. 

Tell him my felfe, the Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters ©f great moment. 

No lell'c importing them then our generall good. 

Are come to haue (ome conference with his grace, 

CVrt.Ile him what you lay my Zord. 

Buc.A ha my Zord, this prince is not an £ tin Arch 
He is not lulling on aleawd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuine* : 

Not fleeping to ingrotfchis idle body. 

But pray ing to inrich his watchful! fouie. 

Happy were England, would this graciour prince 
Take on himfelfe the foueraigntie thereon, 

Butfure I fearc we fliallneuer winnehim to if, 

Mai. Marry God forbid his grace fliould fay vsnay. 
Enter Catesby. 

j?»r.Ifcare he will,how now Catcsby , 

What fayes your Zord? 

Cat. My Zord he wonders to what end you haueaffembled 
.Such troupes of Citizens to Ipeake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before : 

My Zord,he feares you meane no good to him. 

Bnc.S ory I am my noble coufen fliould 
Sufpedl me thatl meane no good to him. 

By hcauen I come in perfeft loue to him, 

And fo once more returne and tell his grace s ExitX 'at. 

When holy and deuout religious men, 

A re at their beads,tis hard to draw them hence, 

So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich . andtrvo Bijbops aloft . 

<JMaior. See where he Hands between^ two Clergimen- 
j?#r.Two props ofvertue for a Chriftian Prince % 

To flay him from the fall ofvanitie, ^ ^ 



of Richard the Thir d, 

Famous Plant agenetfrao^. gracious prince. 

Lend fauourable cares to my requeft: 

^nd pardon vs the interruption 
Of thy demotion and right Chriftian zeale. 
glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apologia, 

I rather do befcech you pardon me. 

Who earneft in the fcruice of my God, 

Negleft the vifitation of my friends .* 

But leauing this, what is your Graes pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngouernd lie. 

Glo\ dofufped,I haue done feme offence, 

That feeme difgracious in the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Btte. Y ou haue my Lord : would it pleafeyour Grace 
c At our entreaties to amend that fault. 

GYo.Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

B hc .Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
The fupreame Seate.the T hrone maiefticall, 

T he Sceptred office of your Anceftors, 

The lineallglory of your royall Houle, 

To the corruption of a blemiflitftecke .- 
Whileft in the mildenelfc of your fleepie thoughts. 

Which here we waken to your Countryes good : 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes. 

Her face defac’t with fears ofinfamie. 

And almoft fhouldredin thisfwallowing gulph 
Of blind forgetfulneife and darke obliuion .• 

Which to recouer wc hardly folicite 

Your Gracious felfe to take on you the foueraigntie thefof. 

Not as Protestor, Swteard,-Subftitute, 

Nor lowly Faftor for an others gaine? 

But as fucccfliuely from blood t© blood. 

Your right of birth, your Emperie, yourdwnc i 
For this conforted with the Cittizens, 

Your worfhipfull and very louing friends. 

And by their vehement inftigation, 

In this iuft fute come I to moue your Grace. 
gio. I know not whither to depart in filence, 

H Of 
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ThcTragedie 

Orbiterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

B eft fitterh my degree or your condition ; 

Your loue dcferues my thankes,but my defctt 
Vnmeritable Ihunnesyour high requeft. 

Fir ft if all obstacles were cut away. 

And that my path were euen to the Crowne, 

As my right reuenew and due by birth. 

Yet fo much is aiy pouertie of fpirit. 

So mightie and fo many roy defers. 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnettc, 

Being a Barke to brooks no mightie lea. 

Then in my greatndfecouetto be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothered : 

But God b e thanked theres no need for me, 

An& much I needeto helpe you if need were. 

The roy all tree hath left vs royallfruite, 

Which mellowed by the dealing houres of time. 

Will well become the feate of maieftie ; 

And make no doubtvs happie by hisraigne. 

On him 1 lay , what you would lay on me : 

The right and fortune of his happie ftarres. 

Which God defend that 1 Ihoold wring from him, 
fiuc.My Lord,this argues confcience in your grace, 
But the refpe&s thereof are nice and triuiall, 

All circumftances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward isyour brothers fonne. 

So fay we too, but not by Edwards wife ; 

For firft he was contracted to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues, a wituetfe to that vow,, 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed 
To Botta, fitter to the King of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waining anddittrelfed widdowe, 

Euen in the after noone of her beft dayes, 

Made prifeand purchafe of his luftfuli eye, 

Seduce the pitch and height of all his thoughts, 

To bafe declenfion and loathed bigamie, 

By her in this vnlawfull bed he got. 
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of Richard the Third, 

Th» Edward, whovae our manners terme the Prince : 
More bitterly could expoftulate, 

Saue that for reuerence to fome aliue 
1 giue a fparinglimit to my tongue: 

Then good my Lord,taketo your royallfelfe. 

This proffered benefit of dignitie i 
If not to blelfevs and theland withall, 

Yet to draw out your royall ftocke. 

From the corruption of a bufing time, 

Vnto a linealltrue deriuedcourfe. 

Mai. Do good my Lord, your citizens entreatyou. 
Cat. O make them ioyfull,grant their lawfullfute. 

Glo. ^las,why would you hcapethofccaresontne, 

I am vnfitfor ftateand dignitie; 

I doe befeech you take it not amble, 
lcannot,nor I will not y eeld to you. 

2?#c.Ifyou refufe it as in loue and zeale. 

Loth todcpofetheehildeyour brothers fonne, 

A(we\\ weknow your tenderneffe of heart, 

At\& gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin. 

An d egally indeed to all eflares, 

Yet whether you except our fute or no, 

Your brothers fonne fhall neucr raigne our King, 

But we will plantfomeotherin the throne. 

To the difgrace and downefall ofyour houfe : 

^nd in this refutation here we leaueyou, 

Come Citizens, zoundsjlle intreat no more, 

G/o.O do not fveare my Lord of Buckingham, 
CW.Call them againe,my Zord and accept their fute. 
c^o.Do,good my Lord,leaft all theland doe rew it. 
G/o.W ould you enfqrcc.me to a world of care ? 
Welfcall them againe,I am not made of ftoncs. 

But penetrable to your kind intreats, 

-dlbeit againft my confeienceand my fbule. 

Cofen o( Buckingham, and you iage grauemen, 

Sinceyou will buckle fortune on my backe, 

1 o beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

• mutt haue patience to endure the loadc, 
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The Tragedie 

Bu t if blacke fcandall or fo foulc fac’t reproach 
Attend the fequell of your impofition, 

Your meere inforcement (hall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof, 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God blelfe your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it. 
glo. In faying fo,you fhall but fay the truth. 
2?»£vThenifaluteyou with this kinglyTitle : 

Longliue KingitaW^Englands royall King. 

May. Amen. 

Sue. T o morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d ? 

GVb.Euen when you will,finccyou will haue it Co. 

2?«£.To morrow then we will attend your Grace. 

Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taskeagaine : 

Farewell good Coufen/arewell gentle friends. Exeunt, 

Enter Queene mother, Dutehejfe of T orkfi Marques 
Dorfet at one doore , ‘DutchcffeofGlocefler 
at another doore, 

‘But, Who meetesvsheere,my Neece Tlantagenet } 
flu. Sifter well met, whither away fo faft i 
Dut. Glo , No farther then the T ower,and as I gueffe, 

V pon the like deuotion as your felues, 

T o grat ulate the tender Princes there. 

^«.Kind fitter thankes,weele enter all together* 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower. 

And in good time herethe Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieutenant,pray you by your Ieaue, 

How fearcs the Prince i 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in health : but by your Ieaue, 

I may notfufferyouto vifithim. 

The King hath ftraightly charged the contrary. 
^«.TheKing? why, who’s that? 

Lieu. I cry you mercie,I meane the Lord Proteffor. 
The Lord proteft him from that Kingly title; 
Hathhcfet boundsbetwixttheirloue and me : 
lam their mother, who fhould kcepe me from them ? 

I am their father, motfaer,and will feethem. 

Dut, Glo. Their Aunt I am in law>in louc their rootha: 

- - - . - -- • Then 




of Richard the Third. 

Then fearenot thou. lie beare thy blame, 

^nS takethy office form theeonmypenll. 

L<ltl doebefeech your Graces all to pardon me .• 
Urab ou„ab y o|W S n«doe,.. 

Stanlet me but meeteyour Laaies at an houre hence, 
And lie falute your Grace of Tor he, as mother : 

And reuerent looker on, of two faire Q. u « ne *' ft 

Come Madam, you muft goe with me to Weftminttcr, 
There to be crowned Tit c hards royall Queene. 

0u.O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
Mayhaue fomc fcope to beate, or clfc I found 
With this dead liking newest. ~ . 

2)<»r.Madam,haue comfort, how fares your Grace . 

O Dorfet,fpeake not to me, get thee hence. 
Death and deftruftion dogge thceatthcheeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wiltoucrftrip death, goe crolTethe feas, 

And liue with Richmond from the race of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughter houfe, 

Lcaft thou increafe the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe, 

Nor mother, wife,nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan. Full of wifecare is this your counfell Madam, 
Take all the fwiftaduantageofthe time. 

You (hall haue letters from me to me fonne. 

To meeteyou on the w ay and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardic,by vnwife delay. 

Dut. Tor. O ill difpearfing winde of miferie, 

0 my accurfed wombc,thc bed of death, 

A Cokatricehaft thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eye is murtherous. 

Stan.Come Madam,! in allhaftewasfentfor. 

Dutch. And I in all rnwillingnelfewillgoe, 

1 would to God that the inclufiue verge 

Of golden mettall that muft round my browe, 

Werered hottc fteele to fcare me to the brainc, 
Annoynted let roe be with deadly poyfon, 
e^fnd die, ere men can fay,God fauethe Queene. 
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J%a*tA las poorc foulc,l enuie not thy glory ? 

To fecde my humor,wilh thy felfe no harme. 

* Out. Cjlo. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me 1 followed Henries courCe, 

When fcarfe the blood was well waiht from his hands 
Which ilfued from my other angell husband, 

And that dead faint, which then f weeping followed, 
0,when 1 fay-,1 lookt on Richards face, 

This was my wifli,be thou quoth 1 accurft. 

For making me fo yong,fo old a widow. 

And when thou wedft,let forrow haunt thy bed, 

^nd be thy wife if any be fo badde 
As miferable by the death of thee, 
eytfs thou haft made me by my dearc Lords death, 

Loe, euen I can repeate this curfeagaine, 

Euen in fb ftiort a fpacc,my womans heart 

Crofly grew captiuc to his hony words, 

tAhd prou d t h c fu b i e ff s of my owne foules curfe, 

Which euerfincehath kept mine eyes from fleepc. 

For neuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue 1 enioyed the golden dew of fleepe, 

Bnthauebene waked by histimerous dreamcs, 

Befides,he hates me for my father tVarwicky, 

And will fhortly be rid of me. 

Qu. Alas poore foule,Jpittie thy complaints. 

Dut.G/o.No morethen frommy foulel mournc for yours 
^w.Farewelfthou woefull welcomer of glorie. 

Dut.Glo, Adue poore foulc, thou takft thy leaueofit. 

Dnt.Tor.Go thou to Richmond, & good fortune guidethee 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Gothou to fanduarie,good thoughts poftefte thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightie old yeares of forrow haue I feene. 

And each houres ioy wraokt|withaweeke ofteene. 

The Trumpetsfound, Enter Riehard crowned, Bucking- 
ham , Catesby, with other Nobles. 

Xwg.Stand all a part. Cofen of Buckingham, 
Giuemethyhand; Here he afcendeth his throne. 

Thus 




Thus high by thy aduice 

And thy affiftance is KingBichardCatcd i 

But fhall wee wearc thefe honours for a day . 

Or lhall they laft,and we teioyce in them ? 

Buc. Still hue they, and for euer may they lalt. 

Km Ri-0 Buckingham, now 1 doe play the touch, 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward liues : thinkenow what 1 would lay. 

Buc. Say on my gratious foueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham, Way lv.ou\d be King. 

Buc. Why fo you are my thrice renowned Liege, 
Kin.Ha : am l King 3 tis fo, bntEdwardlints. 

Buc. True noble Prince. 

Kin Obitterconfequence, 

That Edward R ill fhould liue true noble Prince, 
Cofen,thou wert not wont to be fo dull ; 

Shall Ibcplaine i Iwifh the baftardsdead. 

And 1 would haue it fuddenly performde. 

Whatfaieft thou /fpeake fuddenly, be briefe. 

Buc. Your grace may do youx plcafure. 

Tut, tut, thou art alLyce, thy kindnetfefreezeth. 
Say, haue I tby confcnt that they fhall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath,fome little paufe my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will refolue your grace immediatly. 

Ccf.TheKing is angry,fee,he bites the lip. 

King. I will conuerfc with iron witted fooles, 

And vnrefpedtiuc boyes,none are for me 
Thatlooke into me with confideratc eyes : 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circomfpeft. 

Boy. Lord. 

King. K nowft thou not any whome corrupting gold. 
Would temptvntoa clofe exploitofdeath. 

Boy . My Z.ord,I know adifeontented Gentleman,- 
Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie minde, 
Go ! d were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What is his name i 

His name my Lord, is Terrill, 
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King, Goe call him hither prefently. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more ihaJl be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with mevntirde, 

And flops he now for breath l 
Enter Darby. 

How now.what newes with you ? 

Dar. My Lord, I hcare the Marquefle Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the feas where 
he abides. 

King. Cateiby , Cat. My Lord, 

JCiwfr.Rumor it abroad 
That jinne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe : 

Enquire me outfomemeane borne Gentleman, 

Whome I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is foolifii,and I feafe not him .* 

Looke how thou dreamft :I lay againe,giue out 
Thaty/nne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

^4bout it, for it (lands me much vpon, 

T o flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

1 muft bemarried to my brothers daughter, • 

Or clfe my Kingdomeltands on brittle glade, 
Murtherher brothers,and then marry her, 
Vncertaineway ofgaine.but I am in 
So farre in blood, that fin plucks on fin, 

T eares falling pittie dwels not in this eye, 

EnterTirrel, 

Is thy nameTirrel? 

Tir. lames Tin-el, and your moft obedientfubied:. 

King. Art thou indeed ? 

7/nProue rae my gracious foueraigne. 

.KVwjj.Dar'ft thou refolue to kill a friend ofmine? 

Tir. I my Lord,but I had rather kill two deepe enemies. 

King.Why there thou hafl it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to my reft, and my fiveete fleepes difturbs, 

^re they that I would haue thee deale vpon : 

Tirrel,I meane thofebaflards in the Tower, 

7 *r,Letm« Iwueopen meanesto come to them. 
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Andfoone He rid youfrom the fcareofthem, 

King. Thou fingft fweet muficke.Come hither Ttmft, 
Go by that token, rife and lend thine eare, Hewhijperttn 

Tisno more but fo>fay, is it done his ears*. 

And I will loue thee, and preferre thee too, 

Tir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we hearefrom thee TirreH.ctt we fleepe? 

Enter Buckingham. 

Tir , Yea my good Lord. 

Bhc. My Lord, I haue confidered in my mind. 

The latedemand that you did found me in. 

King. Well let that pafle,7)<y/ff is fled to Richmond. 

Bhc. I heare that newes my Lord. 

King , Stanly, he is your wiues fonne: Well looke too it, 
Bhc. My Lord I claime your gift,my due by promife. 
For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 
TheEarledome of Herford and themoueables. 

The which you promifed I fliould poflefle. 

King, Stanly looke to your wife.if ftie conuey 
Letters toRichmondyou (hall anfwere it, 

Bhc. What fayes your Highneflc to my iuft demand l 
King. As I remember Henry th e fixt 
Did prophefiethat Richmond (hould be King, 

Vlhevi Richmond was a little peeuifti boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord, 

King. How chance tne Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me, I being by, that I fliould kill him. 

Bhc. My Lord,your promife for the Earledomc, 

King. Richmond when lad I was at Exeter , 

The Maior incurtefie (hewed me the Caftle, 

And called it Ruge-mount,atwhich name I flatted, 
Becaufe a Bard or Ireland told me once 
1 fliould not liuelong after I faw Richmond 
Bhc. My Lord. 

King. I,whatsa clocke. ? 

Buck. Iam thus bold to put your grace in minde 
> what you promifde me* 

King. Well, butwhatsaclocke? 

Bhc. V pon the flroke of ten. 

1 King* 
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King. Well) let itftrike. 

Bite. Why let it ftrikej 

King Becaufe that like a Iacke thon keepft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

I am not in the giuing vaine to day, 

Buc. Wljy then refolue me whether you will or no i 
K. Tut,tut,chou troubled me,l am notin thevaine. Exit, 
Buc . Is it euen fo l rewards lie my true feruice 
Withfuch deepe coiuempt,madeIhimKingfor this? 

O let me thi nk e on Hafimgt, and begone 

To Brecknock whilemy fearefull head is on. Exit. 

Enter S ir Francis Ttrreli. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudy deed is done, 

The mod arch-ad of pitteous mallacre. 

That euer yet this land was guiltie of) 

‘Dtghton and F orrett whom 1 did fubbornC) 

To do this ruthfull peece of butchery). 

Although they were fl edit villaincs.bloudy dogs, 

Melting with tendernelTcandcompaffion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad dories.* 
Loethus quoth Dighton lay thefc tender babes, 

T hus, thus quoth ForreFl girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablader armes. 

Their lips likefourered Rofesonadalke* 

When in their fommer beautie kid each other, 

A booke of prayers on their pillow laie. 

Which once quoth i r arrei?almodchang*d my mind) 

But O the Diuell ! there the villaineftopt, 

Whild Dightont hus told on we fmoothered 
Themod replenilliedfweetworke of nature 
That from the prime creation euer hefrainde) 

They could notfpeake 3 and fo 1 left them both, 

To bring thefety dings to the bloudy King. 

Enter King Richard. 

Anti here he co'm'<r./411 hailc my foueraigne Liege, 

King. Kind TirrtU, and I happie in thy newes? 

Tir. Ifto haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your happinefle,be happie them. 

For it.is.d 09 c my Lord, 
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King. But didft thou fee them dead ? 

Tir* 1 did my Lord. 

T^thl cSpWn!?? 1 the Tower hath buried them : 

But how or in what place l do not know. 

Km. Come to me Tirrill foone at after fupper, 

And thou (halt tell the procelfe of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how 1 may do thee goocb 
And be inheritor of thy defire. ExttTirrtH. 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne offiatence haue I pent vp dole, 

His daughter meanely haue I matcht in marriage, 

Thefonnes of Edward fleepe in eyibrahams bolome. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight.* 

Now for 1 know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
And yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her 1 goe a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catejby, 

Cat. My Lord, 

King. Good newes or bad.that thou comelt in fo bluntly* 
£ai. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

^nd Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ftill his power encreafeth. 

King. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his ralh leuied army: 

Come, I haue heard that fearefull commenting, 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-pac’t beggery. 

Then fieric expedition bemywings, 

I one, eJMercurie, and Herald for a King, 

Come mu tier men, my counfaile is my Ihield, 

We mud be briefe,when traitors brauerhe field. Exeunt, 

Enter ^ueene Margaret fo/a. 

Qu.tJMar. So now profperitie begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death': 

Here in thefe confines flilie haue 1 lurkt, 

T o watch the wayning of mine aduerfaries; 

Adire induction ami witnetfe too, 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 
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l/Vill proue as bitter, blacke and tragicall, 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes hcere. 

Enter the £ucene, and the c Dutche jfe of Yorke, 

Qu. Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes} 

My vnblowne flower, new appearing fweers, 

1 f yet your gentlefoulcs flje in the aire, 

And be nothxtin dooms perpetuall, 

Houerabouemc with your airie wings, 

And heareyour mothers lamentation. 

£1* Mat, Houer about her/ay that right for right. 
Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night, 

VViltthouO God flic from fiich gentle lambes. 
And throw them in the intrailesof the Wolfe: 

When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done! 

££u. Mar. When holy Mary died, and my fweet Jon. 
Dutch. Blind fight,deau life, poore mortall liuing Ghoft, 
Woes feeane, worlds fbame,graues dueby life vfurpt. 

Reft th eir vnreft on England} lawtull earth, 

V nlawfull made drunke with innocents blood. 

Qtt. O that thou wouldft as well afford a gt aue. 

As thoucanft yeeld a mclancholly feat. 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them heere 

0 who hath any caufe to mourne but 1 i 
Dut. So many miferies haue craz'd tny voice 

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumbc # , 
Edward Phntagcnct, why art thou dead/ 

£u.CMar. If ancient forrow be moll reuerent,= 

Giue mine the benefit of figniorie, 

A nd let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 

Ifforrow can admit focietie, 

T ell ouer your woes againe by viewing mine: * 

1 had an Edward ) till a RichardkiXd him. 

I had a Richard ', till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Edward, till ^Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard , tills Richard kild him, 

Duu 1 had a^'c^Wtoo, and thoudidft kill him.* 

I had a Rutland too, and thou holpft tokill him. 
Jgu.CMar.Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild hits- 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept, ( 



of Richardthc Third* 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death* 

That Doggc that had his teeth before hiseyes 
To worrie lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, 

Thatfoule defacer of Gods handy worke, 

Thy wombe let ioofe to chafe ys to our graues, 

O vpright, iuft,and true difpolmg God, 

How do 1 thankethee,that this carnal! curre 
Preyeson theilfue of his mothers bodie, 

And makes her pue-fellow with others mone. 

Dut. O, Harries wife, triumph not m my woes, 

God witnelfe with me, I haue wept for thee. 
gu. Mar. Beare with me, I am hungry for rcuenge. 

And now lcloie me with beholding it: 

Thy Edward fie is dead,that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quite my Edward, 

Yong York?* he is but boote,becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfection ofmylolTe: 

Thy Clarence he is dead, chat kild my Edward , 

And the beholders of this Tragicke play. 

The adulterate HaJHng})Rtuers, Vaughan, (Jr ay, 

Vntimely fmoothered in their duskie graues, 

Richardyetlmcs, hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their factor to buy foules, 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous,and vupittied end, 

Earth gapes, hels burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray. 

To haue him fuddenly conucyedaway. 

Cancell bis bond of life deare God I pray. 

That I may liue to fay the Dog is dead. 

JYu. O thou didft prophefie the time would come 
That f fhould wifli for thee to helpe me curlfc 
That botteld fpider,that foulehunch-backt toad. 

Mar. I cald the then, vaine flourifh of my fortune, 
IcalJ thee then poore (haddow,paintedQueene, 

The prefentation of, but what 1 was, 

The flattering index ofadirefiill pageant. 

One heau’da high,tobehurld downe below, 

Amother onely, mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert, a breath, abubble, 
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A figne of dignitie, a garilh flagge, 

To be the aime of euery dangerous fhot 
A Queene in ieaft, onely to fill the fccane : 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 
Where be thy children.wherein doeft thou ioy* 

Who files to thee, and cries God faue the Queene* 

W here be the bending Peercs that flattered thee* 

Wh ere be the thronging troupes that followed thee t 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art 
For happy wife, a moft diflrefled widdow .* 

For ioyfull mother, one that wailes thenarae: 

For Queene, a very Catife crown'd with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fucs : 

For one commanding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that fcomd at me, now fcorn’d of me. 

Thus hath the courfe ofiufticewheerd about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the more.being what thou art. 

Thou didfl vfurpe my place,and doeft thou not 
V furpe the iuft proportion of my forrow? 

Now thy proud necke, beares halfe my burthenedyoke. 
From which, euen heere, I flip my wearied necke. 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee: 

Farewell Yorks wife, and Queene of fad mifchancc, 

Thefe Englilh woes, will makcmefmilc in France. 

O thou well skild in curfes, ftay a while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 
jQu.Mar. Forbeare to lleepe the night, and fall the day. 
Compare dead happinefle with liuingwoe, 

Thinke thatthy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that (lew them fowler then he is: 

Bettring thy lolfe makes thebad caufer worfe, 
Revoluingthis,willceach theehow to curfe. 

£>u. My wordsare dul!,Q quicken them with thine, 
J^u. A/a. Thy woes wil make them iharp.. & pierce like mine. 
Dut. Why Ihould calamitie be full of words? Exit Ma, 
£1*. Windieatturniestoyourclicntwoes, 

Aierie fucceedcrs of inteftate ioy es, 

Poore 





Richard the Third. 

My*dafniiedlonne J which thy * 

and Trumpets. 

Km. Who intercepts my expedition; 

VhI A (lie, that might haue intercepted thee, 

Pv Itoanaline thee in her accurfe^ wombe, 

m *\\ the flauahters wretch, that thou haft done. 

T» HW thou char forehead vjith a goldencrowne. 
Where Ihould be grauen,ifthat right were right, 

The daughter of chePrince that owdetbat crovvne, 

^nd the dire death of my two tonnes, and brothers 
Tell me thou vilhine flaue, whereare my children. 
Dwt.Thou iode,thou tode, where is thy brother Clarence. 

little Ned Plantagenet, his Sonne? _ 

Qa. Where is kind Hajlings, RtuerstFaughan, Craji 
King, Jifiouriih trumpets, ftrike alarum diummes, 

Let not the heauens heare thefe tel-tale women 

Raile on the Lords annointed.Strikclfay. The trumpets 

Either be patient, and intreat me faire, J omds * 

Or with theclamorous report ofwarre. 

Thus will I drowneyour exclamations. 

Dut. ^rtthoumylonne? 

Kwg. Ijlthanke.God, my father andyour felfe. 

Dap. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

King. Madam I haue a touch of your condition, 

Which cannotbrooke the accent ofreproofe. 

Dut, I will be milde and gentle in my fpeech. 

King . And briefe good mother for I am in haft. 

Dut. Art thou fo haft ie, I haue Ibid for thee, 
Godknowes,inanguifli,paineauuagonie. 

King. And came I not atlaft tocomfortyou? 

Dtn. No by the holy roode thou know ft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to makethe earth my heii .* 
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A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me 
I echie and wai ward was thy infancic, 9 

Thyichoole-daies frightfull.delperate wilder r • 

Thy *gcconfirmde,proud,fubtiil bln»S . 2 fun °«5: 
Wh«comf M ^ 1 e£ ure Sl b ^;'~l>«.u % 
hatcucrgtactniein thy companies 
King, raith none but Humphrey houre that^U 
To ,br«Mafl once fonh/f J, cotnpm™ y0 “ r 6'“ e 
ii it be fo gratious in your fight, F 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

But. Oiieare me ipeakeffor I /all neuerfte thee more 
Kwg. Come, come, you are toob/ttcr. 

Dm. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance 

Or I with griefe and extreameage (hall perifh 

And neuerlookevponthyfaccfgaine: P 

TA;k r l f ak ? VVIt ^ t hee my moil heauiccurfe. 

Which m the day of battell tire thee more 
1 hen all the compleat armour that thou wearft 
Aly prayerson the aduerfc partie fight. 

And there thelHtkfouIesof^A children 

Whifpcr the fpirits of thine enemies. 

And promife them fucceffe and vi&ory, 

Bloudie thou art, and bloudie will be thy end, 

Shame femes thy life, and doth thy death attend. 

«=->£?.• * fi°i'gh iar more cauie, yet much lelfe ipir 
Abides in me, I fay exfmen to all. 

King, Stay Madam, I muftfpeake a word with you. 

«<?• I haue no more fonnes of the royall blood. 

For thee to murthcr, for my daughters, Richard 
They fiiall be praying N unnes, not weeping Queenes, 

And therefore leuell not to hit their liues. 

King. You haue a daughter cald Eh^bcth, 

Vertuous and faire, royall and gratious. 

And rauft ihe die for this? O let her liue. 

And Ilecorrupt hermanners,ftaineherbeautie, 

Slander my felfe, as falfe to Edwards bed, 

Throw ouerher the vaile ofinfamie. 

So (lie may liue vnfearde from bleeding [laughter, 



Exit, 

'irit to curfe 
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t will confelTe Ihe was not Edwards daughter. 
l i]„„ wrong nother birth, ihe isof royallblood. 

Lf'To faue her life, Uc/ay (he is notfo* 

Ktna Her life is onelyfafeft id her birth. 

fend onely in thatfafety died her, brother.. 

■jgL Loe at their births good liars were oppofite. 

<?/' No to their hues bad friends were contrary. 

Km. A\ 1 vnauoy ded is the doome of deftiny . 

e u f True ; whenavoyded grace makes deltmy. 

My babes were deitindc to a fairer death, 

If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

Kt. Madam.fo thriue 1 in my dangerous attempt of holt lie 
As Intend more good to you and y ours, (armes. 

Then euer you and yours were by me wrong d. 

JL. What good is couered with the faceof hcauen, 
Tobe difeouered that can dee me good. 

King. Theaduancement ofyour children mightieLady. 
On., Vp to fomefcaffold, there to loole their heads* 

King. No to the dignitieand height of honor. 

The height imperiall tipc of this earths glory. 

£>u. Flatter my forrowes with report of it. 

Tell me what ftate, what dignitie,what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine. 

King. Euen all 1 haue, yea and my felfe and all, 

Willi withall endow achild of thine. 

So in the Lethe ofthy angry foule. 

Thou drowne thefad remembrance of thofe wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

jgu. Be briefe,leaft that the proceffe of thy kindneife 
Laft longer telling then thy kindneife doo. 

Ki. Then know that from my foule I loue thy daughter. 
^My daughters mother thinks it with her foule. 

King. What doc you thinke? 

< g». That thou dofl loue my daughter from thy foule, 

So from thy foule didft thou loue her brothers. 

And from my hearts loue, I doe thanke thee for it, . 

Ki. Be not fo haftieto confound my meaning* 

I meane that with my foule I loue thy daughter, 
rneane to make her Queene of England* 

K 
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.fay then, who doeft thou mean e fliall h«* v 

l?'whmh™f mak “ h " Qs “ nc >'' h ° “ould .to 8 * 

Ktng % That 1 would learne of you. 

As one that were heft acquainted with her humor. 

And wilt thou learne of me ? 

Madam with all my heart. 

SI*- Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 
harvard and , then happily Ihewill weepe. 

Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Margaret 

AndhMh "f handkercheffe ftce pt in Rutland* blood, 
And bid her dne her weeping eyes therewith, 

Ir this inducement force her not to loue, 

Send her a ftory of thy noble ads: 

Tell her thou mad' ft away her vnckle Clarence, 

Her Vncke Raters, yea, and for her fake 

Madeftquickeconueiancewithher good Aunt Arne, 

t-ome,com e ,ye mockeme,this is not the way 
To win nc your daughter. * 

There is no other way, 

Vnlelfe thoucouldft pur on fome other fliape. 

And not be Ricbardthat hath done all this. 

fa ‘ re f^ P eace b y his alliance. 

^Vhieh (he fliall purchafe with (till lafting warre 
Say that the King which may command intreats. 

1 hat at her hands which the Kings king forbid. 
King. Say (he fliall be a high and mightie Queene, 

SSi* To waile the title as her mother doth. 

Ktng. Say I will loue her euerlaftingly. 

But how long fhall that title euerlafl? 

King. Sweetly inforce vnto her faireliues end. 

*^o‘ But how long fairely fliall that title laft? 

Ring. So long as heauen and nature lengthensit. . 

Site So long as hell and Ricbardlikes of it- 
K™g- Say I her foueraigne am her fubied loue. 

Sl“* But fhc your fubiedloaths fuchfoueraingtic. 
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vine. Be eloquent in my behalfc to her. 

a* fa hoi ’ll aU fp« ds be[l b “'S P'.r dy 0 1 
§S,. Thcn io plainc rcarmes tell her my lomng tals- 
Qu Plaine and not honeft is too harlh a flile. 

Madam, your teafons are too (hallow ,& too quick. 
Qh O no, my reafonsaretoodeepe and dead. 

Toodeepe and dead poorc infants in their graue, 

Harpeon it ftill fhalll, till heart-firings breake. 

King. Now b‘y my George, my Garter, and my Crownc. 
^ Prophan’d, diflionor’d,and the third vfurped. 

King. I fweare by nothing. 

9u.Y>y nothing, for this is ho oath. 

The George prophan'd, hath loft his holy honor. 

The Garter blemifht, pawn’d his Knightly vertue; 

The Crownevfurpt, difgrac’t his Kingly dignitie, 

Iffomething thou wilt fweare to be bclecudc, 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not wrong a 
King. Now, by the world. 

Sl». Tis full o&hy foule wrongs. 

Kmg. My fathers death. 

Sin. Thy felfe hath that difhonof d. 

King. Then by my felfe. 

Sit. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

Kmg. Why, then by God. 

St*. Gods wrong is moft of all: 

If thou hadft fear’d, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the King my brother made. 

Had not beene broken,nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadft fear’d to breake an oath by him, 

Thclmperiall mettall circling now thy brow. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of my child. 

And both thePrinces had beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender play-fellowes for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worme. 

King. By the time to come. 

That thou haft wrong’d in time orepaft, 

For I my felfe haue many teares to wadi 
Hereafter time for time, by thee paft wrong’d, 

The children liue, whofe parents thou haft flaughtered, 
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The Tragedie 

Vngouernd youth, to waylcit with her age 
The parents liuc whofe children thou haft butcherd 
Old withered plaints to waile it with their age • ’ 

Sweare notby-time to cotne,forthat thou haft 
Mifufed, ere vied, by time mifufed orepaft. 

King. I entend to prolper and repent. 

So thriuc I in my dangerous attempt * 

Of hottile armcs,my ieife my fclfe confound. 

Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 
iJe oppofite, all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
immaculated devotion,holy thoughts, 

I render not thy beauteous princely daughter. 

In her confifts my happineire and thine. 

Without her followes to this land and me. 

To thee,her felf'e, and many a Chriftian foule* 
oad delolation,ruine and decay, 

It cannot be auoided but by this: 

J t will not be auoided but by this : 

Therefore good Mother ( I muft call you Co) 

Be the attorney ofmy loue to her, 

Pleade what I will be, not what I haue beene. 

Not by deferrs, but what I will deferue: 

V rge the ncceflitie and ftate of times, 
cxfnd be not peeuifh fond in great delignes, 

JZt*. fli all I be tempted of the Diuell thus? 

King. I, if the Diuell tempt thee to doe good, 

Sj?' Shall I forget my felre to be my felfe? 

Kmg. I, ifyour felfes remembrance wrong your lelfe 
But thou didft killmy Children. 

Ki. But in your daughters worn belle buriethem> 
Wherein thatneftoflpiceriethere lhall breed, 

Selfes of themfelues, to your rccomfiture. 

Sfu. Shall I goe win ray daughter to thy will ? 

Kmg. And bea happy mother by the deed. 

I goe, write to me very ihortly. 

King. Beare her my true loues kifte : farewell. Exit gu. 

Relenting foole,and (hallow changing vv oman# Enter Rat. 
E^t. My gracious Soueraigne^on the Wefternecoaft, 
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of Richard the Third. 

Rideth a pui*m friOT fo 

Thro. VSiSSSt-- £ m them backer 
Kught that their 

I‘„ S d th f r l they huU. e^a.n^u»he-dc. 

Qi Buckingham ti 
King. Somelif 

Rateliffe thy felfe, 

F^e toVlTe^Duke : - poll thou to Salisbury, 

When thou comeft there ; dull vnmindfull villame 
Why ftandft thou ftill,and goeft not to theDuke. 

Cat. Firft mightie foueraigne,let me know your m , 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make. 

Kin?* Why what wouldft thouiloe there before I go? 
Rat. Your Highncs told me I fliould port before. 

King. My mind is chang’d fir, my mind is chang d : 

How now, what newes with you. 5 ■ Enter Darby. 

Dar. None good my Lord, to pleafeyou with the hearing, 
Nor none fo bad, but it may well be told. 

King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why dooft thou runne fo many mile about. 

When thou may ft tell thy tale a neerer way. 

Once more what newes ? 

Dar . Richmond is on the Teas. 

■Kw^.There let him finke, and be the feasou him. 

White liueredrunnagatc, what doth he there ? 

Dar . I know not mightie foueraigne but by guelfc. 
Kmg. Well fir,as you guelTe,as you guelle. 

Dar. fturd vp by Dorfet, Buckingham and Ely, 

He makes for England, theie to claimethccrowne. 

Kmg. Is the Chaire empty? Is the fword vnfwaidi 
Is the King dead? the Empire vnpoffeft? 

What heire of Torke is there aliue but we? 

-4nd who is England King, but great Tor kg t heire 
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Then tell me what doth he vpon thefea? 

Dar. Vnleire tor that my Liege, I cannot guefc. 

Ktng, Vnletre for that, he comes to beyourLieoe 
You cannot guefte wherefore the Welchman com! ’ 
Thou wilt reuolt, and flie to him I feare. 

Bar. No nnghtie liege, therefore miftruft me not* 
Ktr>g. Where is thy power then to beat him backed 
Where arc thy tenants and thy followers ? 

A re they not now vpon the Wefterne lliore. 

Sate conducing the rebels from their fhips. 

Dar. No my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
Xw^.Cold friends to Richard , what do they in the North? 
U hen they fliould ferue their foucraigne in the Well 

They haue not been commanded mightic foueraign, 
Pleafe it your Maieftie to giue me leauc, S 

He mufter vp my friends and meet your Grace, 

Where and what timeyour Maieftie ihall pleafe* 

Km. 1,1, thou would!! begone to ioyne with 'Richmond, 

I will not tru ft you fir. , 

^ 7Dar 4 Aloft mighrieloueraigne* 

You haue no caule to hold my friendfti/p doubtfull, 

I neuer was nor neuer will be falfe* 

King. Well, go mufter men; but heareyoujeaue behind 
Yourfon George Stanley, looks your faith befirme.* 

Or elfe,his heads ailiirance is butfraile. 

Dar. So deale with him,asl prouetruetoyou. Exit, 

Enter a tJ/VLeffcnger. 

CWef. My Gratious !bueraigne,now in Deuonfhire, 

As 1 by friends am well aducrtiled. 

Sir Wiiltam Courtney-, and the haugh tie Prelate, 

Bifiiop of Exeter, his brother there. 

With many moe confederates, are in armes. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef. My liege, in Kent the Gui/fordture in armes. 

And euery houre more competitors. 

Flocke to their aide, and ftill their power encreafeth. 

Enter another Me ffenger. 

Mef, My Lord, the armie of the Duke of Buckingham. 

He ftnketh him. 

King, 



ofRiSaSeThST 

„ . „ om onye Owles, nothing but fongs of de«h. 

“Stbvfuddenfloodandfallofwater, 

K difpotft andfetteted. 

fed no man 

r v t *a O I cry you mercie, 1 did miltaKe, 

L3r?ward^mfortheblowl gauehimt 

Hathany well aduifed friend g.uen out, ? - 
Rewards^for him that brings in Buckingham. . 

Mel Such proclamation hath been made my liege. 

^ Enter another Meffenger. 

tJMef. Sir Thomas honed, and Lord Marques / » 

T is laid my Liege are vp in armes. 

ski" 

Sent out a boat to aske them on the more. 

If they were his affiftants yea, or no: 

Whoanfwered him they came from Buckingham 

Vpon his parties he miftrufting them, 

Hoift fade, and madeaway for Bnttame. 

Km. March on,marchon,fince we are vp in armes. 

If not to fight with forraigne enemies. 

Yet co beat downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter (fatesbie. 

Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 

Thats the bell newes : that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford , 

Is colder newes, yet they mud be told. 

Kmg. Away towards Salisbury , while we rcafon here, 

A royallbartell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darby, SirChriftophcr. 

Dar. Sir Cnfiopher, tell Richmond this from DK, 

That in the ftieofthis moll bloudicBore, 

My fon George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 
lfIreuoult,off goes you^Georges head. 

The feare ofthat,with-holds myprefcntftide, 
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ThcTragedie 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Chnft toPembrookew at Hertford weft in Wales 
Dar* What men of name relort to him? 

^fKalter Herbert, a renowned fouldier. 

Sir Gilbert Talbot^ CirWilltam Stanley, * 

Oxford } tedoubtcd P embrooke, fir lames Blunt 
Rice ap Thomas , with a valiantcrew. 

VVith many moe of noble fame and worth* 

And towards London they doe bend their courfe. 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

t ii r* u ll 5v le vnto 1 m y Lord, commend me to him. 
Tell him 3 theQuecne hath hartily confented 
JHe (hall efpoule SlUabeth her daughter, 

1 hefe Letters will refolue him of my mind, 

Fare * ell ‘ Exeunt. 

t> tTin Buckingham to Execution. 

Buc. Will not King Richard let me fpeake with him } 
Rat* No my Lordjthercfore be patient# 

Buc, Hafimgs , and Edwards children, Ritters, Gray, 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire fonne Edward , 

Vaughan, and all that haue mifearried. 

By vnderhand corrupted, fowle iniuftice, 
ilthat yourmoodiedilcontented foules. 

Do through the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 

Jbuen for reuenge, mocke my deftrudion; 

This is All-foules day,fellowcs,isit not? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Buc.Why then All-foulesday,is my bodiesDoomcfday: 
This isthe day, that i n K i n g T dwards time 
I wiiht might fall on me, when 1 was found 
Falfe to his children, or his wiues allies: 

This is the day wherein I wiiht to. fall. 

By the falfe faith of him I trufted moll: 

This, this All-foules day, to my fearefull foule. 

Is the determined re/pit ofmy wronges: 

That high all-feer that I dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained praier on my head; 

And giuen in earneft what I begd in ieaft. 

Thus doth he force the fword ofwicked men 

- • • To 
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^Richard the 

To turne their points on their maifters bofomc: 

Now c JMaroarcts curfe is fallen vpon my head, 

Whenhe quoth (he, Ihalllpjit thy heart with furrow* 
Remember Margaret yu a Propheteire. 
rnme firsjconuey me to the blocke of frame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of olame. 

Enter Richmondwith drums and trumpets. 

Rich. Fcllowes in armes, andmy moftlouing friends, 

Bruif d vnderneath theyoake of tyrannie, |» • _ , 

T hus faire into the bowels ofthe land, „ 

Haue we marcht on without impediment: 

And heere receiue we from our Father Stanley , 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 

The wretched,bloodie, and vfurping Boare, 

That Ipoil’d your fommer-field, and fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like walh, and makes his trou gn, 

In your imboweld bofomes,this foule fwine 
Lies noweuen in the center ofthislilc, 
NeeretothetowneofTwffZeras welcarne: 

From Tamworth thither, is but one daies march. 

In Gods namecheare on,couragious friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpetuall peace, 

By this one bloudie triall of fliarpe warre. 

i Lor. Euery mans confcience is athoufandfworas 
T o fight againft that bloudie homicide. 
z Lor. I dbubt not but his friends will hie to vs. 

3 Lor. He hath no friends, but who are friends for feare. 

Which in his greateft need will ihrinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 

T rue hope.. is fwift,and flies with fwallowes wings. 

Kings it makesGods, and meaner creaturesKings. 

EnterK. ‘Richard. Nor. Ratcliffs, Catesby, with others. 

King , Heere pitch ourtents,euen here in Bofworth field. 
Why how now Catesby,K\ihy looked thou lo fad? 

Cat , My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

King. Norfolke, come hither.* 

Norfolke, wemuft haue knockes,ha, muft we not? 

Nor. We muft both giue and take,my gracious Lord, 
King. Vp with my tent there, heere will lly e to night; 
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Exeunt. 



But where to morrow? well all is one for that.* 

Who hath defcried the number of the foer 
Nor . vSix or feuen thoufand is their greatefl number^ 
King. Why, our battalion trebles that account* 
Befides,the Kings name is atowerof ttrength, 

Which they ypon the aduerle partic want; 

V p with my tent there, valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vsluruey the vantage of the field, 

Gall for fome ^en offound direction. 

Lets want iVo difcipline>maike.no delay, 

For Lords, to morrow is a buiie day. 

Enter Richmond with the Lords ♦ 

Rich. The weary Sunnehath made a golden feat,. 
And by the bright tracke of his fierie Carre, 

Giucs fignall ofa goodly day to morrow: 

Where is fir William Brandon, hefhali beare my flanderd, 
The Earle of "P^^^keepehis regiment, 

Good captaine Blunt ^ beare my good night to him, 
And by thcfecond houre in the morning, 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my tent, 

* Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou goeft, 
Where is Lord <?te»^cjuarterd,doeft thou know? 

Blunt. Vnles I haue miftane his colours much* 
Which well I am allur'd I haue not done. 

His regiment lieth halfe a mile at leaft. 

South from the mightie power of the King. 

Rich. If without perill it be poflible, 

Good captaine2?/»»r beare my good night to him, 
And giue him from me, this moll need full fcrowle* 
Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, IlevndertakeK., 
Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fome Inke and paper in my tent, 

Be draw the forme and modle of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, 

And partin iu ft proportion our fmall ftrengtlv 
Come, let vs confult vpon to morrows bufinefte, 

Into our tent, the aire is raw and cold. 

Enter K. Richard, Nor. Ratcltffe,Catesbie. 

■King, Whatisaclocke? 
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rat. It is fix ofche clocke, full fupper time. , 
iSe.Iwillnotfup to-night, giue me fome Inke & paper, 
What, is my Beauer eafier then it was? 

And all my armor laid into my tent. . _ 

Cat. It is my Liege^nd all things are in rcad.neffe. 

King. Good N erf dike hie thee to thy charge, 

•Vfecarefull watch, chufetrufty Centinell. 

Nor. lgoemyLord. 

Ki*g. Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolke. 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. ; 

King. Catesbie. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Kina. Send out a Purfeuant atarmes 
To Stanley * regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before .Sun-riling, leaft hisfonnc Georgeta.il 
Into the blind caue of eternall night, 

Fill me a bowleof wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ftaues be found and n ot too hcau y Ratclife, 
Rat, MyLord. s , . 

King. Saweft thou the mehmholy'L.Northumberlandi 
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe. 

Much like Cock Ihut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the armie chearingvp thefouldiers. 

King So I am fatisfied, giue me a bowle of wine, 

I haue not that alacritie of fpirit. 

Nor cheare of mind that I was wont to haue; 

.Jetitdawne, is Inke and paper readied 
Rat. It is my Lord. 

King. Bid my Guard watch,leaue mee. 

Rate life about the midft of night come to my tent 
And helpe to armc me leaue me 1 fay. Exit Ratcftffe. 
Enter Darby to Richmond in is tent. 

Dor. Fortune and vi&orie fit on thy helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can afford. 

Be to thy perfon, noble father in lawe. 

Tell me how fares our noble mother? 

Dar. I by atturney blelfe thee from thy mother, 

Who praies continually for Richmonds good, 

Lx So 





So much for that: thefilenthoures ftealcon. 

And flakie darknelfe breakes within the Eaft," 

J n brief e, for fo thefeafon bids vs be.- 
Prepare thy battellegrely in the morning, 

And put thy fortunetothearbiterment & 

Of bloudieftrokes and mortall flaring warre, 

J as I may, that which I would I cannot, 

With belt aduantage will decciue the time, 

And aide thee in this doubtfull fliocke of armes.- 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 
lleaft beingfeene thy tender brother George, 
Beexecutedin his Fathers fight. 

Farewell, thcleifure and the fearefull time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowes of loue, 

And ample enterchangeoffwcet difcourfe. 

Which fo long fundered friends fliould dwell vpon 
God giue vs leifure for thefe rights ofloue, 

Once more adiew, be valiant and fpeed well. 

Rich* Good Lords condud him to his regiment: 

He ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Leaft leaden (lumber peife me downe to morrow,. 

When I fliould mount with wings of vidlory.- 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen. Sxrnu. 

O thou whole captaine 1 account myfelfe, 

Lookeon my forces with a gracious eye: 

Putin their hands thy brufing Irons of wrath,. 

That they may crulh downe with a heauie fall. 

The vfurping helmet of our aduerfaries. 

Make vs thy Minifters of chartifement, 

That we may praife thee in the viifforie, 

To thee I do commend my watchfull foule, . 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me ftilh 

Enter the Ghoft of prince Sd. Son to Henry the fixt. 

(jhofi to K. Rtc. Let me fit heau ie on thy foule to morrow, 
Thinke how thou ftabrt me in my prime ofyoutb, 
KtTetvkgsbttry : difpairetherfbreanddie. 

T oRich. Be cheerefull Rtcbmwdfot the wronged foule* 




^fRichard the Third, 

Of butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, 

vlnzHenws ilfue Richmond comforts thee. 

m t j iat prophefied thou fliouldeft be K'ng. 
KconSeeinthy fleepe, line and WlOn 

Enter the Ghoftof Clarence. 

Ghoft. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morroiv, 

I that was waflit to death with fulfome wmc, 

Poore Clarence by thy guilebetrayd to death: 

To morrow inthebattell thinke on me. 

And fall fhy edgeleffe fword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou off-fpring of the houfc of Lane after, 

The wronged heircs of Torke do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy batiell,liueand flouTiib. 

Enter the ghofts of Ritters, Gray Vaughan. 

Riit. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 

Ritters that died at Pomfret ,difpaireand die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon gray, and let thy fouledilpaire. 

Vauqh. Thinkevpon Vaughan, and with guiltie reare 
Lctfall thy launcc, difpaire and die. 

All to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in jfrc.bolome, 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 

Enter the Ghoft of E. Hajtings . 

Ghoft. Bloody and guiltie, guiltily awake, 

And in a bloody battell end thy daies. 

Thinke on Lord Haftings, difpaire and die; 

T o Rich. Quiet vntroubled foule, awake, awake, 

Arme, fight and conquer forfaire Englandsf ake. 

Enter the ghofis oftvtoyong Princes » 

Ghejl to K.R. Dreame on thy coufinsfmoothercd inrhe ' 
Letvs belaid within thy bofomei?<cte^, Tower 

And weigh the downe toruine,fhame and death, 
ThyNephewes foules bid thee difpaire anti die. 

To Ri, fleepe Richmond fleepe in peace, and wake in ioy, 

L 3 Good * 
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Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy. 
Liueand beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edrvard! vnhappy fonnes do bid thee fiourifh. 

Enter the Cjhosl ofjQueene Anne his wife, 
Richard, thy, wife, that wretched Anne thy wile, 

That neuef'flcpr a quiet iioure with thee, 

Now fils thy. iieepe with perturbations, 

To morrow m thebattaiie thinkeonme, 

And fall my ^geleile (word, deipaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule,fleepe thou a quietileepe, 
Dreameofluccelfe and happy viftorie, 

JThy aduerfarics wifedoth prayfgrthee. 

Enter the Ghost of Buckingham. 

The firft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, # 
Thelaft was 1 that Felt thy tyirannie, 

O, in the battell thinke on Buckingham , 

And die in terror of thy guiltineiie 
Dreame on,^aJjK^on,of bloody deeds and death. 
Fainting defpairc, dcfpairing yecld thy breath. 

T o Rich . I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
Butcheare thy heart, and be thou not difmaid, 

•God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Ritbard fals in height of all his pride. 



K. Richard flarteth out oj a dreame. 

K.'Ric. Giue meanother horfe,bind vp my wounds: 
Hauemercie lefu : foftldid but dreame. 

O coward confcience, how doeft thou afflidt me? 

The lights burneblew,itisnot dead midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops (land on my trembling flefh, • 
What doe I feare my felfe? tberes noneelfe by, 

Richard loues Richard, that is,I am 1: 



Is there amurtherer heere? No. Yes 1 am, 

Then flie,what from my fel’fejgreat reafon why, 
Lt ft 1 rcuenge. Whatfmy felfe vpon my felfe? 
Alackellouemy felfe,wherfore. ? for any good 
That my felfe haue done vnto my felfe: 




ot Kichardthe 

0 no:alaslratherhatcmyfelfe, 

For hateful! deeds commuted by my felfe . 

w f 1 do ?, not flatter> 

My confcience hath a thoufandfeuerail tongues, . 

Jd euery tongue brings in a feuerall tale. 

And euery tale condcmnes me for a v illame : 

Periurie.in the higheft degree, 

Murder.fterne murder, in the dyreft degree, 

All feuerall finnes,allvfdein each degree. 

Throng all to the barrre,crying all, guiltie,guiltie. 

I ihall defpaire, there is no creature loses me. 

And ifl die, no foule lhall pittie me : 

And wherfoie fhould they? fince that 1 my lelre, 

Find in my felfe, no pitty to my felfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that I murthcred 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance oni the head of Richard, 

Enter Rate life. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who is there ? 

Rat. Ratcliffe, my Zord,tis I : the earely village cocke. 
Hath twife done falutation to the morne. 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Rat cliff e, I haue d ream’d a fearefull dreame, 
What think ft thou, will our friends proue all true? 

Tfat, No doubt my Lord, 

King. O Ratcliff e I feare, 1 feare. 

Rat, Nay good my Lord-be not afraid of fhadowes. 

King. By the Apoftle Paul, fhadowes to night 
Haue ftrooke more terror to the loue of Richard , 

Then can thefubftance often thoufand fouldiers 
Armed in proofe,and led by fhallow Richmond. 

Tis not yet neare day, come goewith me, 

Wider our Tents lie play the ewefe -dropper. 

To heareifany meaue to fhrinke from me.' Exeunt, 



Enter the Lords to Richmond, 
L'.rds , Good morrow Richmond. 



Rich* 
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‘Rich. Cry mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen, 
Thatyou hauetaneatardielluggard heerc. 

Lor. How haue you fiept my Lord/ 

Rub. The fwceteft lleepe,and faireft boding dreanies, 

Thateuerentred in adrowliehead, 

Haue Ifince your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought theirfoulcs, whole bodies Richard murthered, 
Came to my tent, and cried on viftone: 

I promifeyou my foule is very locund. 

In the remembrance offo faire a dreame. 

How fat re into the morning is it Lords? 

Lor. V pon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tis timetoarmc, and giue direction. 
More then 1 haue Laid, louing country-men, ( His Oration to 
T lie Ieifure and inforcemenc of the time, ( hisjotudurs . 

Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God.and our good caufe, fight vpon our fide, 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like high reard bulwarkes, (land before our faces, 

Richard except, thofe whom we fight againfi. 

Had rather haue vs winnc,then him they follow: 

For, what is hethey follow/ truely gentlemen, 

A bloudie tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifde in bloud,and one in bloud eftablifhed: 

One that made meanes to come by what he hath. 

And flaughtered thofe that were the meanes to helpe him : 
A bafe foule done, made precious by thefoyle 
Of jE^W.fchairc, where he isfalflyfet. 

One thar hath euer becne Godsenemie: 

Then lfyoufight againft Gods enemie, 

God will in iurtice ward you as hisfouldiers: 

If y ou fw eare to put a Ty ran t downe. 

You fleepein peace, the Tyrant being flaine, 

If you doefight againft your countries foes, 

Your countries fat, (hall pay your paines the hire. 

If you doe fight in fafegard ofyour wines, 

Y our wiues fliall welcome home the conquerors : 

If you doe free your children from the fword, 

Your childrens children quitsit ifryour age: 
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of Richard the Third. 

TheninthenaraeofGodandallthekrights, 

Aduance your ftandardsdraw your willmgfwords 
For me, the ranfomeof my bold attempt. 

Shall be this cold corps on the earths cold face: 

But if Ithriue,the gaine of my attempt. 

The leaft of you (hall flute his part thereof, 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly, and checrefully, 

God, and Saint Cjeerge, Richmond, and vittorie. 

Enter Km Richard, Rat. &c. 

Km. Whatfaid Northumberland as to\\ch\n^Rtchmom 
ifot.Thathe was neucr train'd vp in armes. 

Km. He faid the truth, and what faid Surrey then. 

Rat. He fmiled and faid, the better for our purpolc. 

Km. He was in the right, and fo indeeed lit is ; 

Tell the docke there The clockefirtketh. 

Giue me a Kalender, who faw the Sunne to day i 

Kim. ^Thenhe difdaines to fhine,for by the bookc. 

He fhould haue brau’d the Eaft an houre agoe, 

A blacke day will it be to fome bodie Rat* 

Rat . My Lord. 

Kmg. The Sunne will not be feenc to day, 

The skie doth frowne and lowre vpon our armie, 

I would thefe deawie teares were from the ground, 

Not fliine to day : why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond j for the felfe-fameheaucn 
That frownes on me looke fadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfolke. 

Nor. Arme, arme, my Lord, the foe v aunts in the held. 
King. Come,buftle,buftle,caparifon my horfe, 

Call v p Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power, 

I will lead forth ray fouldiers to the plaine. 

And thus my battel! fliall be ordered. 

My fore-ward fliall be drawne in length, 

Confifting equally of horfe and foot, 

Our Archers fhall be placed inthe midft, 

Iohn Duke oi Norfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey 
Shall haue the leading of the footc and horfe, 

They thus directed, vve willfoUow 
M 
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The Tragedie 

In the raaine battell,whofe puilfance on either fide 
Shall he well winged mith our chided horfe? 

This, and Saint George to boote.wliat thinkefi thou not. 
Nor. A good direction warlike foueraigne, Hcfhemh 

This found I on my rent this morning. hinta paper, 

loi key of. N orfolke , be not to bold, 

F or Dickon thy majler is bought and f old , 

King. A thing dcuifed by the enemie, 

Goc Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge, 

Let not our babling dfeames affright our foules, 
Confidence is aword that covsards vfe, 

Deuifde as firft to keepe the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrongarmes beourconfcience,fv\ordsourlawe. 
March on,ioync brauely,letvs too it pell mcll, 

Ifnot to heauemthen hand in hand to hell. His Oration 
What fhall I fay more then I haue inferd, tohisamk . 

Remember whom you are to cope withall, 

Afort ofvagabonds,Rafcolsand runawaies, 

A icum of Brittaines, and bafe lackey pefants, 

Whom their orecloycd countrey vomits forth 
To defperateaduentures and alTurd deftruftion. 

You fleeping fa fe, they bring you to vnreft: 

You hauing lands, and bleft with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftraine the one,difiaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow? 

Long kept in Brittainc at our mothers coft, 

A milkefope, one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhooes in fnow: 

Let? whip thefe ftraglers ore the fe as againc, 
lafh hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe famifht beggers weary of theirliues,. 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit. 

For wantof meanes poore rats had hang d themfelues.. 
Ifwc be conquered, let men conquer vs, 

^nd not thefe baflard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owneland beaten, bob’d and thumpt, 

^nd on record left them the heirs of fhame. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lie with out wiues? 

Rauifh our daughters, harke I heare their drum. 



of Richard the Third. 

Rieht Gentlemen of England fight boldly yeomen, 

Draw Archers draw, your arrewes to the head, 

Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood, 

Jfmaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

. Whatfaies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power? 

Mef My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

King. Otf with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord,the enemie is paft the marfh, 
^fterthebatraile,let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand hearts are great within my boiome,- 
^duance our ftandards, let vpon.our foes, 

Our ancient word ofcouragefaire Saint George 
Infpire vs with thefpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them, viftorie fits on our helpes. 

dollar urn, excurfuwsj Enter Catesbte * 

Cat. Refcew my Lord of Norfolke, refcew,refcew. 

The King enafts more wonders then a man, 

Daring an oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is ilaine,andallon foot he fights. 

Seeking for Richmondin the throat of death, - 
Refcew faire Lord.or elfetbe day is loft. Enter Richard* 
King. e^horfe,ahorfc,my Kmgdome for a horfe. 

Cat. Withdraw myLord,jlehelpeyouto ahorfe. 

King. Slaue I haue let my life vpon a caft. 

And 1 will (land the hazard of the dye, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue 1 flaine to day inftead of him. 

A horfe, a horfe,my kingdome for a horfe. 

Alarum, Enter Richard & Richmond, they fight, Richard ts fains, 
thenretr ait being founded* Enter Richmend,Darby bearing the 
(frovene, with other Lords. 

Rich. Godandyourarmesbe praifed victorious friends? 
The day is ours thebloudiedog is dead. 

Dar . Gouragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe hcere this long vlurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bloodie wretch, 

Haue I plucktoff to grace thy browes withall, 

Weareit, and make much of it. 

Rich, Great God of heauen fay oilmen to all* 



M 2 











The Tragedie of Richard the 7 hird. 

But tell me, is yong George Stanley liuing? 

Bar. He is my Lord } andfafc in !.<?/<?>• Towne, 
Whither ific pleafcyou,we may now withdraw vs. 

Ktch- What men of name arc flaineon either fide? • - 
John Duke cfNerfolke, Walter Lord Ferris, fir Robert 
Brokenbury, and fir William Brandon. 

Rich. Enter their bodies,as become their births, 
Proclaime a pardon to the fbuldiers fled, 

That intubmiflion will returne vs. 

And then as wehauetane the Sacrament, 

We will vnite the white rofe and the red. 

Smile heauenvpon this faireconiunaion. 

That long hath frown’d vpon their enmitie. 

What Traitor hcares me, and fay es not ^men. 
WWhathlongbeene mad, and fcard l her felfe, 

The brother blindly Sited the brothers blood, 
Thefather rafhly Slaughtered his ownefon. 

The fonne compeld,beene butcher to the fire, 

All this diuided Forks and LancaBer f 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O no w let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true fucceeders of each royall houfe. 

By Godsfaire ordinance conioyne together, 
jnd let thy heiresfGod if they will befo) 

Enrich the time tocomcwith faooth-fac t peace, 
With failing plentie,andfaire profperous dales. 
Lfbate the ed ge of Traitors gracious Lord, 

That would reduce thefe bloudie daies againe, 

^nd make poore ^weepe in ftrearaes ofHoud 

Let them net liue to taft this lands encreafe. 

That would with treafon wound this fairclandspea 
Now ciuillwounds are ftopt, peace hues agame. 
That fliemay longliue hcare, God fay e^men. 



FINIS. 
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